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The  Windsock.  published  by  and  for  the  cadets 
of  the  11th  Army  Air  Forces  Flying  Training 
Detachment.     Ryan     Field,     Tucson,     Arizona. 
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Class  44-C,  an  ordinary  group  of  American  boys,  spawned  from  the  homes  of 
ordinary  American  folk,  from  all  the  several  states,  have  completed  the  step  toward 
becoming  flying  fighters  in  the  Army  of  the  United  States. 

The  grind  has  been  tough,  the  schedules  tight,  and  disappointments  have  sprinkled 
themselves  generously.  But  the  men  of  i4-C  have  kept  that  bright  dream  and  clear 
vision  which  is  the  heritage  left  by  the  cadets  who  have  gone  before  them.  To  those 
cadets,  now  flying  officers  in  the  Army  Air  Forces  slugging  it  out  with  the  Jap  and  the 
German,  the  graduating  class  of  Ryan  Field  look  with  a  reverent,  determind  respect. 

Thus,  to  those  former  cadets,  now  hunched  in  their  cockpits  from  Australia  to  Ice- 
land, from  Lae  to  Catania,  blasting  their  way  through  a  ruthless  enemy  in  every  nook 
and  cranny  of  this  planet's  sky.  we  respectfully  and  proudly  dedicate  this  issue  of  the 
W^iiidsock. 

Fight  a  good  fight  —  we'll  be  ivith  you  soon.' 


PROPERTY  OF 

SAN  DIEGO  AERO  SPACE 

MUSEUM 


TO   CLASS  44-C: 


TTOU  HAVE  advanced  far  enough  along  in  your  Hying  training  that  you 
*  should  be  aware  of  the  fact  that  you  are  in  command  of  an  airplane 
when  you  are  solo,  and  your  sense  of  responsibility  should  develop  along  with 
your  technique  and  judgment.  When  solo,  you  are  on  your  honor  and  should 
not  do  anything  to  jeopardize  your  career  by  violating  this  trust. 

You  men  have  made  an  excellent  record  at  this  detachment.  The  officers 
and  personnel  of  this  organization  wish  you  continued  success  in  your  future 
training. 


John  S.  Fouche.  Jr. 
Major,  Air  Corps, 
Commanding 


E.  R.  Bane,  Capt,,  A.C. 
Director  of  Training 


L.  A.  Garner,  Capt.,  A.C. 

Director  of  Flying  Training 


Alvin  R.  Holman.  15t  Lt..  A.C. 
Air  Inspector 


R.  J.  Kerlinger 
Civilian  Director  of  Flying 


T.  F.  Wilson 
Group  Commander 
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R.  J.  WojciEHOWSKi,  1st  Lt.j  A.C. 

Commandant  of  Cadets 

TO  CLASS  43-C: 

There  is  nothing  to  be  encountered  in 
your  next  phase  of  pilot  training  that 
maximum  effort  and  complete  devotion 
to  duty  will  not  overcome. 

Bear  in  mind  that  as  you  approach 
flying  perfection  you  become  a  potent 
asset  to  the  Democracy  you  serve. 

The  very  best  of  luck,  and  may  God 
be  with  you  on  whatever  missions  you 
are  assigned. 

Roman  J.  Wojciehowski 
1st  Lt.,  Air  Corps. 
Commandant  of  Cadets 

W.  E.  Leloudis 

uxKi.xv--  '        2nd  Lt.,  Air  Corps, 

Asst.  Commandant  of  Cadets 


SQUADRON—  TEN-SHUN  //  ALtRlfeHf  UtV,  5tE  VOU  &  liV»  POP  TOO.' 
THROW  OUT  THftTCHESr-GET  tOMP  WRINKLES  IN  THAT  CH1N-\\?ot's 
th' MATTER  MISTERS^  1  THOUGHT  SOME  CftDETS  VVeaE  COMir««.  HffE 
SEE  THAT  vol/  fcCT  YOUR.  HAIIV^UT     SHo'ST~AS  MI/NE   —  DOfl'T 

E^VER.   LETME   HEl^R  OF  THE    PU\Ce  YOU  CAME    FROM  MISTER 

6ET  THOSE  TIES  OFF  RlfeHT  NOVU-YOu'rF  AT  KYAN  FIELD-YOO'lL 
LEARN  TOt-iKE  It  «FYOUDOn'T  RIGHT  A»0\V.  l\?£  r/OV^E  ONLT  ON 
THE    DOUBLE    AROUND    HERE  -  ALL  Rl&HT    MISTER  -  Dl  DN'T  ThfT 

Show  YOU  how  to  stand  at  attention?  06 you  think  it^ 

A  LITTLE     \v?ARM   HERE"   -   VOU'LL    &ET  OSEO  TO    IT  -  PuT '«"''^ 
BACS    IN  THOSE    BARRACKS     OVER.    rHEF»e-GET     YOUR 
BFD   ROLL    o\7er5    THERE  —  MESS  »N    TWENTY  MINUTES 
FALL     OUT    f  OR  DRILL  FORMATION    (N  TWENTY- F'VE  .  YOOR 
FLIfoHT    SeR&EANTS    V-CILL   TAKE     OVER    ^^S^S     TBERE"—. 


THE  INDOniTABLE   LT  \V0JCItH0\V6Kl 


W.  E.  Leloudis,  2nd  Lt,,  A.C. 
Assistant  Commandant  of  Cadets 


'^#^ 


Lee  Williamson 

1st  Lt.,  M.C. 

Surgeon 
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J  /  I  L 


Charles  D.  Marple 

1st  Lt.,  M.C. 

Assistant  Surgeon 


SICK  CALL" 


GROUND  SCHOOL 


Mr.  Matson 


Mr.  Therrien 


Mr.  Willett 


Mr,  Ulm 
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SHALL  I  REPEAT  THE  QUESTION,  MR  VANCLEVE? 

Mr.  Ross  Mr.  Horton 
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Mr.  Pye 


I 

l^^^fl^^^^^^^H 

1 

L  Jh 

w 

'--j^fl 

^ 

/V^^^^^^l 

&r ^»^ 


Wm,  G.  Howsmon,  Jr.,  2nd  Lt..  A.C 

Athletic   Officer 


0 


n 


G 


n 


u 


y 


Sgt.  S.  Popovich.  Jr. 
AssistiVit  Athletic  Director 


J.  F.  Wear,  Capt.,  A.C. 

Executive  Officer 


J.  D.  Keller.  1st  Lt.,  A.C. 
Adjutant 


A.  V.  Clark.  2nd  Lt..  A.C. 

Assistatit  Adjutant 


C.  F.  Perkins.  1st  Lt..  A.C. 
Air  Depot  Detachment 


Edwin  R.  Bane 
Capt.,  A.C. 
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Carl  H.  Meyerholtz 
2nd  Lt.,  A.C. 


Lee  a.  Garner 
Capt.,  A.C. 


Philip  M.  Philibosian 
2nd  Lt.,  A.C. 

Richard  L.  Olcott 
2nd  Lt..  A.C. 


Alvin  R.  Holman 
1st  Lt.,  A.C. 
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William  J.  Nolan 
2nd  It.,  A.C. 


Edwin   W.  Seager 
2nd  Lt..  A.C. 


William  G.  Howsmon 
2nd  Lt.,  A.C. 


n 


u  L 


n 


IG 


WiLMER  M.  Hammond 
2nd  Lt.,  A.C. 


NoRVAL  W.  Jasper 
2nd  Lt.,  A.C. 


Bcudxiouijo^  5 


61SB 


C.  p.  Fortune 

Flisht  Coniviavder 


C.  W.  Barton 
Flight  Commander 


Wm.  H.  GiBBS.  Jr. 

Squiidrnn    Commander 


THE  MEN  of  Squadron  Five  have  set  a  record  to  be  proud  of.  A  Hying  record 
that  tells  its  own  story  of  an  earnest  desire  on  the  part  of  not  one  but  every  man 
to  get  through,  to  reach  his  goal.  Determination  plus  a  lot  of  stamina  in  the  end 
made  the  difference  between  the  failures  that  might  have  been  and  the  successes 
that  were  won. 

How  long  ago  it  seems,  that  first  simmering  summer  day.  Our  first  "open 
rank"  inspection;  Ryans  landing,  it  looked  to  us,  at  one-hundred  miles  an  hour  or 
better;  shedding  our  ties,  for  a  month  and  a  half;  orientation  lectures;  introductions; 
the  beauty  of  the  desert  sunset;  the  chill  of  the  following  dawn;  the  heat  of  mid- 
day; all  like  some  far-off  dream,  a  page  from  the  Arabian  Nights.  Our  first  ride, 
"dollar  ride"  in  a  Ryan.  That  ride  which  was  for  most  the  beginning  of  a  glorious 
adventure,  for  a  few  the  beginning  of  the  end,  and  for  all  a  never-to-be  forgotten 
moment.  Life  had  begun  to  have  a  pattern.  The  story  of  Ryan  Field  was  beginning 
to  unfold.  We  were  learning  to  fly. 

Three  weeks  after  our  arrival  came  that  most  looked  for  event,  our  first  open 

post.    From   the   tea   dance    to    the   sidewalks    of   Tucson.    The    Bamboo    Room 

of  the  Pioneer  to  the  El  Con  swimming  pool,   the  Santa  Rita   to  the  Arizona 

Inn.     Places    and    people.     GI's    and    Cadets.     The    University    of    Arizona    and 

pretty    girls.    Then    Monday    morning    and    details,    gigs,  and  demerits.    First  solo  flights  followed  by  twenty-hour 

check  rides,  acrobatics  followed  by  army  acceptance,  and  finally  fifty-hour  checks.    The  story   was  entering   its   final 

chapters.   The  struggle  to  complete  flying  hours.   The  athletic  physical  fitness  tests.   Final  exams  in  ground  school. 

Before  we  realized  it  the  beer  bust,  graduation  dance,  and  graduation  ceremonies  had  passed  and  it  was  all  over, 
yes  over  but  not  forgotten,  for  who  can  forget  that  most  famous  of  all  Ryan  dishes,  ham,  the  Burma  Road,  Frank 
Cooley  slipping  off  to  sleep  in  ground  school,  Ely's  protestations  about  any  and  everything,  "Growing  Boy"  Daniels' 
rise  to  power  in  his  role  of  chief  photographer,  Herkey  Clotts  gathering  in  solo  ships.  Jay  Chapin  breaking  Mr.  Gibb's 
perfect  record,  Dick  Chaney's  line  with  his  campus  queens,  G.I.  Carroll  after  open  post,  Ed  Cochrane  at  his  best,  Jake 
Collins'  experiences,  Doug  Campbell's  whistling,  our  friendly  rivalry  with  Squadron  Six,  our  instructors — the  best 
in  any  primary  school — and  especially  our  officers  and  friend,  Lt.  Hammond. 


Ann  Pottoroff 
Dispatcher 


L.  G.  Barben 


Kansas    City,    Kansas.     Kansas 
versity.    "Papa"  sometime  soon. 


Gordon  G.  Anderson 

Tile  "Minnesota  Swede"  from  IMin- 
neapolis.  Our  dispatcher.  Ann,  calls 
him   "The  Pretty  Anderson." 


Raymond  W.  Christian 

Des  Moines,  Iowa  coming 
Ray  doesn't  drink  or  smoke 
open  post  he's  been  seen  .  .  . 


Fred    Eisert    (Instructor) 


J.  S.  Fislier  (Instructor) 


R.  L.  Burgiier 

A  LaPlata,  Mis 
iness  course  in  ; 
farming. 


R.  A.  Auger 

Another  Minnesota  boy.  This  ono 
from  Saint  Ppul.  Was  once  a  laboratory 
technician.  But  here's  the  important 
thine.  .  .  .  He  goes  out  with  girls  and 
all   that  sort  of  thing. 


Bruce  J.  Anderson 

Terril.  Iowa.  We  know  hiin  as  "My 
Own  Brucie."  Where'd  you  learn  to 
throw    that    football? 


Ed  H.  Gresliam 


Burceville,   Texas.    What   can   vou   do 
with   a  guy  like  that. 


R.  E.  Clianey 

Born  Great  Falls,  Montana.  Home 
now  in  Los  Angeles.  Who's  heard, 
"Long  distance,  give  me  Santa  Mon- 
ica?"   What's  the  number  Dick? 


Douglas  A.  Campbell 

Ft.  Riley,  aKnsas.  "Whistler's  Son.' 
Hopes  he  won't  be  the  "Pilot  for  Abie' 
gun." 


R.  E.  Bruno 


Home    town    Normal, 
kid  from  the  big  city." 


Lawrence  H.  Daniels 

Home  town  Santa  Rosa — Ask  him 
about  those  J.C.  philanderings.  "Grow- 
ing Boy." 


Ilobart  E.  Furry 


Sullivan     County 
that   deep  secret. 


IndiaJia.      Thcr 


George  L.  Carroll 

Chicago,  Illinois.  Who  remembers, 
"when  I  was  at  college?"  We  wonder 
which   one? 


Wm.  C.  Christianson 

The  one  and  only  "Moonbeam"  from 
Moorehead,  Minnesota.  Why  are  you 
still  a  "Poor  little  Orphan"  Moonbeam? 


Fred  Engle 


Portland,    Oregon.      "Eager    Beaver.' 
"Ah,  please  let  me  walk  this  wing  tip.' 


Werner  Hartman 


Fred  H.  Epling 


Los  Angeles.  California.    "Well,  listen 
you  guys." 


Keith  E.  Evans 


Tulare,  California.    "The  Tulare  Bee.' 
Strickly   a    high   school   flash. 


Daniel   C.   England 


Washington,     D.C. 
be   an   England   .    .   . 


"There'll     always 


Hewitt  M.  Clement 

Originally  from  Holeyville,  Alabama. 
"Tulare's  gift  to  Bell  Tel."  Anyone 
can't  think  of  a  good  ten  letter  word, 
see    hiin. 


D.  H.  Byrd 


From  way  up  Denv 
First   forced    landing. 


E.  A.  Duffield   (Instructor) 


J.   C.  Hotaling    (Instructor) 


Frank  Wm.  Coleman 


"Flight" 
Nebraska, 
ron  5." 


started    off    from    McCook, 
"The  Dorothy  Dix  of  Squad- 


Paul  J.  Farnham 

San  Jose,  alifornia.  "The  Gremlin." 
Will  he  ever  learn  to  pull  his  head 
out  ...  of  the  damned  cockpit? 


J.  D.   Burger 

Sedalia.  Missouri  is  the  town,  Kansas 
City  Junior  College  is  the  school. 
Watch  out  gals,  he's  been  a  travelling 
salesman. 


Francis  H.  Dolaii 

"Downwind"  Dolan  from  Colorado 
Springs,  Colorado.  There's  always  a 
"stinky." 


Rudlei^h  G.  CofTman 


L.   L.   Chapman 


Wm.  J.  Crail 

Indianapolis,  Indian.    "Dear  Marylin.' 


Seth  L.  Harlan  Clare 

The   hardware  specialist  from  Sacra- 
mento,   California. 


Paul  L.  Carroll 


Laurens,  Iowe 
ng  I  die." 


"Each  Monday  mom- 


H.  H.  Roberts   (In.structor) 


G.  R.  Thiele  (Instructor) 


Edwin  H.  J.  Darland 


(The     Admiral) 


H.  V.  Clotts 

Herkey's  from  Los  Angeles,  Cali- 
fornia. "Fellas,  honest,  she  made  me 
take    that  solo   ship." 


John  E.  Ellis 


The   best   damned    squad    corporal 
the   squadron. 


Wolcott  Ely 


Hutchinson.   Kansas, 
protege." 


Frank  W.  Cooley 


Santa     Ana,     California, 
gift  to  the  gas  girls." 


"Lt.   Housmon's 


Bernard  Gold 


Congers.    New    York.     The    civil    en- 
gineer of  the  outfit. 


Edgar  U.  Cochrane 

Begad,  a  sociologist,  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Iowa.  And  a  B.A.  degree  too. 
Did  you  ever  liear.  "You're  speaking 
of  the  woman  I  love."  or  "Honest — 
that  woman's  chasing  me"  .  .  .  Which 
one  Ed? 


R.  Jorda   (Instructor) 


Robert  R.  Dulaney 

Denver.    Illii 
DOOOlaney      played      the 
what's  more  than  that  he  made  money 
on    the    deal.      "Don't    use    your    rank 


Benton  W.  Clifford 

"Mike"  from  Lompoc.  California. 
Please  don't  land  on  any  more  stage 
.iudges  Mr.,  even  if  the.v  are  our  in- 
structors. Gals,  here's  a  real  gentle- 
inan . 


^^^^j^J 


\\.  R.  Brand    (Instructor) 


J.  W.  Chervenell 

Northport.     Idaho, 
tough." 


Dcnzil  J.  Caven 


"Gee.      but      I'm 


Maquoketa.  Iowa.  You've  heard  of 
"Buster  Einstein."  Does  anyone  re- 
call, "Caven.  Sir.  Denzil  J." 


A.  W.  Bates 

Songbird  from  Durange.  Colorado. 
But  when  he  hits  the  Metropole  we'll 
still  remember.  "Daisie.  Daisie.  give 
ine  your  answer  true." 


J.  M.  Blackwell 

Another  Northerner  from  MeCall, 
Idaho.  Took  Izaak  'Walton's  advice. 
"The  Backwoods  Bov." 


Harvey  J.  Christensen 


W.  W.  Gray 


Shawnee,       Oklahoma.        "Sir.       that 
brings   a   question   to   my   mind." 


L.  VV.  Boiinicksen 

Rngstead,  Iowa  should  niake  him  a 
farm  boy.  but  he's  been  through  aero 
I.T.I.    On  the  side  he  plays  the  coronet. 


J.  F.  Alleman 

Hails  from  Eldon.  Iowa.  "When  I  was 
in  Dutch  Harbor"  and  "Amigo  do  La 
Cabana." 


Reyburn  F.  Crocker 

Fresno,    Calif.     "Mexi' 


Boris  Elkin 

Milwaukee,  Wisconsin.  "Buster  Atlas" 
or  if  you  prefer  "The  Cal  Ship  Bath- 
ing Beauty." 


R.    E.   Miller    (Instructor) 


A.  Lisk  (Instructor) 


J.  W.  Chapin 

Home  town  .  .  .  just  in  case  anyone 
doesn't  know  .  .  .  Bakersfield,  Cali- 
fornia. Most  famous  line  .  .  .  "Arf. 
Arf!" 


Capt.  Schmidt 


Our  Texas  rancher, 
to  punchin  cattle." 


G.  J.  Budrevich 


"Oughta  go  back 


Another  Iowa  boy.  This  time  Des 
Moines.  Wonder  if  he  remembers  the 
day  he  left  for  the  army  .  .  .  and  that 
"Kiss." 


Glen  R.  Gulick 

■yisalia,   California.     That   "V"   figure. 


W.  Aslett 

Originally  from  Lava  Hot  Springs, 
Idaho,  this  old  army  man  served  in  the 
Signal  Corp?,  when  he  wasn't  acting 
as  a  shrewd  cattle  buver.  Any  one 
remember  his  saying,  "I'll  raise  that 
15  .  .  ." 
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Donald  K.  Considine 


Home  town  Los  Angeles, 
around  again   Considine." 


Harry  E.  Brown 


El    Dorado.    Kansas. 


A.  r.  Bentson 

From  Lothair.  Montana  to  a  B.A. 
degree  from  the  University  of  Cali- 
fornia. Flight  "B"  men  won't  forget, 
"All  right  men." 


Don  C.  Collins 

Better  known  as  "Jake."  Colburn. 
Colorado  his  first  hanger.  Not  many 
will  forget  "Me  and  Norinan." 


Clark  A.  Cooney 


The     kid     from     Ogallala.     Nebraska 
"When  do  we  get  our  Flight  Pay?" 


R.  H.  Burke 

Another  Des  Moines.  Iowa  cadet. 
Smorgasbord.  The  gas  girls  call  him 
their  "Cute  little  gadget." 


K.  R.  Cochran,  Jr. 

Beverly  Hills.  California  the  old  home 
town.  For  a  "good"  story  ask  the 
Mrs. 


Douglas  Copley 

San  Antonio.  Texas.  Someone  told 
me  .  .  .  "Dopey  the  horse."  Caution: 
Please  don't  drive  over  the  fire  hose  Mr. 


Lloyd  F.  Campbell 


Waterloo.      Iowa.       Mr. 
"Beth  "    influence    in   your 


Don.  A.  Cunningham 


Abei-deen.  South  Dakota, 
so — just  try   it!" 


E.  W.  Morgan  (Instructor) 


R.  VV.  Jensen    (Instructor) 


VVm.  R.  Corrin 

Long   Beach.    California.     "Tell    her 
It'll  take  seven  long  years." 


Thomas  G.  Collins 


Chicago.   Illinois  gave   Tom  his  start. 
"What's  a  six  letter  word  meaning  .  .  ." 


R.  K.   Broun 

Des  Moines.  Iowa  lad.  Now  who 
would  have  thought  this  gent  a  physics 
major  at  Drake  U.  Let's  not  forget. 
"Sir.  am  I  right  in  assuming." 


Buffalo.    New   York, 
back   in  Pittsburgh? 


"Wings"    Whafs 


G.  Chimples 


Canton,    Ohio.     "But    Sir.    we    didn't 
Iiave  to  walk  wings  at  Santa  Ana." 


F.  A.  Buzzanca 


Chicago.  Illinois  gave  us  "Little  Chief 
Big  Wind." 


Leroy  S.  Currier 

Detroit.  Michigan  a  long  tmie  ago. 
Now  ifs  San  Diego.  Silent  Gal.  "He 
does  not  choose  to  run — The  Burma 
Road." 


G.  G.  Anderson 

The  "Minnesota  Swede"  from  Min- 
neapolis. Our  dispatcher,  Anne  calls 
him  "The  Pretty  Anderson." 


R.  C.  Brynildson 


New  Richland,  Minnesota  claims  him. 
Anyone  remember  "Dizzy." 


R.   A.   Welch    (Instructor) 
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G.  H.  Bentor 

Flight  Commander 


H.  M.  Cooke 

Flight  Commmulcr 


F.   J.  RiTTER 

Sqtituhon    Commander 


Wayne  Webb 
Dispatcher 


BEING  COMPOSED  of  an  aggregation  of  Cadets  from  numerous  Santa  Ana 
squadrons  and  widely  scattered  CTD's,  we  think  our  Squadron  Six  had  the  best 
cross  section  of  Cadets  to  be  found  in  any  Primary;  and  we  know  our  state  repre- 
sentation was  good  for  our  fellows  came  from  towns  and  cities  scattered  from  New 
York  to  California  and  from  the  Canadian  border  to  the  Northern  fringe  of  Mexico. 
Bemg  well  led  by  Cadet  officers  whom  we  both  liked  and  admired,  we  were  soon 
knit  into  a  close  cooperating  group  of  fellows  who,  more  often  than  not,  believed, 
thought,  and  acted  in  similar  vein.  Not  to  be  mentioned  here,  however,  is  the  sum 
extent  of  all  said  actions.  Not  necessarily  as  "eager"  on  the  surface  as  our  rivaling 
neighbors,  Squalron  Five,  we  kept  our  "beaver"  tendencies  at  heart  rather  than 
portray  them  vulgarly  on  our  sleeve.  This,  then,  is  to  report  of  the  friendly  feud 
which  for  two  months  enlivened  the  progress  of  our  Ryan  lives;  and  in  which  we 
were  ably  represented  by  such  of  our  capable  officers  as  "Kansas '  Hower,  Misters 
"no  play"  Horine  and  Mangum,  "Daddy"  Lounsberry,  Georgie  Nelson,  "straw- 
blonde"  Hoyt,  "Cardinal  fan"  Murphy  and  "overflow"  Peterson. 


Undoubtedly  longest  to  be  remembered  of  our  Primary  weeks,  and  as  recorded 
in  Jordan's  "Hot  Licks  from  Squadron  Six,"  are  those  Hilarital  High  Jinks  of  both 
the  Flight  Line  and  Open  Post  variety.  Recorded  in  our  mental  annuals  of  infamy 
are  such  assorted  tid-bits  of  impression  and  behaviour  as:  Our  first  sight  of  this  land  of  sand,  sage,  and  cactus  with 
Ryan  blooming  like  a  solitary  dandelion  in  the  midst  of  a  vast  field — "Wojie"  and  his  welcoming  speech  to  we,  the 
lambs — Watching  those  "hot"  PT's  coming  in  to  land — The  canteen  rush  after  Retreat — Visitor's  nights  and  lining  up 
at  the  barracks  windows  to  watch  the  parade  of  gorgeous  cuties — Pre-open  post  tours  across  the  desert  to  the  mines 
mines  and  Old  Tucson — Solo  week  with  Peyton  stalling  them  in  from  twenty  feet.  Holmes  doing  clearing  turns  for  a 
groundloop,  the  blowing  dust  at  Phillips,  and  the  endless  parade  of  showers — Our  first  Open  Post  with  the  Tea  Dance 
— Those  parties  at  the  Arizona  Inn  with  Mr.  Leitz  presiding,  and  the  accompanying  round  making  from  Pioneer  to 
Santa  Rita  to  Blue  Moon  to  El  Con  to  the  Seltzer  Bottle — Napier  in  the  cloak  room — Gila  Hall  and  Gals — Hostetter 
and  Hendrickson  and  their  first  night  out — Horine  and  his  rich,  never-failing  supply  of  after  taps  humor — the  first 
and  subsequent  Burmas,  and,  too,  the  days  prior  to  Pucci's  leaving — and  lastly  the  sad  night  of  the  beer  bust.  These 
and  many  other  topics  in  times  to  come  will  bring  thoughts,  not  only  sweet  or  sour,  but  ofttimes  nostalgic,  of  those 
eight  weeks  we  spent  down  Mexico  way  at  Ryan,  learning  the  fundamentals  of  careers  which  we  hope  in  the  not  too 
distant  future  to  reach  their  greatest  heights  over  the  land  of  the  sunken  Jap. 


William  A.  Moore 

Detroit,  Michigan.  They  laughed 
when  he  started  the  Burma  road  but 
he  was  one  wlio  never  fell  out.  With 
his  rolUcking  good  humor  he's  one 
ex-timekeeper  v/ho  has  trouble  keep- 
ing up  his  own  flying  time.  A  good 
boy  while  in  Tucson,  he's  faithful  to 
that    gal    back    liome. 


Giles  P.  Lay 

Portland,  Oregon.  A  lad  from  the 
land  of  the  tall  timber  he  tired  of  being 
a  logger  and  so  became  a  pilot.  We 
hear,  too  that  he  can  really  make  the 
jive  come  out  of  a  French  horn.  He 
was  an  Air  Corps  mechanic  before 
becoming   a    Cadet. 


George  M.  Nelson 

Goldfield,  Iowa.  He  too  traveled  the 
long  road  froin  farm  to  Ryan.  A  lad 
with  a  quiet  yet  radiant  personality, 
none  will  forget  him  as  our  "whistle- 
totin"   First  Sgt. 


D-le  Cummings 

Lo"  Angcle=,  California.  An  ex- 
Edverti.'^in'i:  salesman  who  at  twentv- 
five  is  an  old  man  turning  prematurely 
gray  from  worry  over  how  the  other 
fellows  card":  will  turn  up — or  i=  it 
his  flying?  With  his  suave  appearance 
he  would   make   an   excellent  croupier. 


Daraltl   L.  Kastner 

Manhattan.  Kansas.  After  spending 
three  years  at  Kansas  State  studying 
Petroleum  Engineering  he  decided  to 
become  a  Hot  Pilot  and  this  he  is  do- 
ing. In  addit'on  to  being  a  great  guy 
he's  a  good  volleybrll  ylayer. 


E.  S.  Bonnet  (Instructor) 


H.  F.  Innes  (Instructor) 


Carl  J.  Peterson 

Sacramento,  California.  Good  things 
come  In  small  packages  might  apply  to 
this  fellow.  He  worked  at  an  airfield 
before  enlisting  but  now  plans  on  using 
theiTi  as  stepping  off  places.  A  Cadet 
with  an  inexliaustible  supply  of  wise- 
cracks, he  could  always  be  found  es- 
corting his  pretty  wife  around  the 
Santa  Rita  on  week-ends. 


Henry  J.  Koke 

Littlefield.  Texas.  Having  spent  two 
and  one  lialf  years  in  the  Cavalry  and 
ten  months  pushing  a  GI  truck  in  the 
Southwest  Pacific  "Hank"  decided  to 
trade  a  wheel  for  a  stick.  Character- 
ized by  a  pleasing  drawl  he  was  one  of 
our  efBcient  Cadet  Flight  Sgts. 


Thomas  L.  McCullouffh 

Cherokee,  Iowa.  He  followed  the 
footsteps  of  many  for  after  a  year  of 
pre-law  at  George  Washington  Uni- 
versity he  began  his  Cadet  curricula. 
In  addition  to  being  one  of  the  best 
liked  fellows  he  was  on  top  as  far  as 
athletics   is  concerned. 


A'lron  K.  Holmes 

Springfield,  Missouri.  This  Cadet 
barely  started  College  when  the  Army 
decided  he  should  continue  in  a  CTD 
uniform.  True  to  his  native  state  he 
sometimes  had  to  be  shown;  but  more 
often  than  not  he  did  the  showing. 


Thomas  R.  Peyton 

Boulder.  Colorado.  Described  as 
somewhat  wolfish  he  nearly  met  ca- 
tastrophe through  the  mediuin  of  the 
local  goat.  He  loves  nothing  better 
than  a  lot  of  rest  unless  it  is  a  good 
long  open  post.  Two  years  of  business 
at  the  University  of  Colorado  didn't 
make  him  any  more  businesslike. 


Robert  G.  Long 

Omaha.  Nebraska.  This  middlewest- 
crn  boy  was  called  to  active  duty 
while  in  his  first  year  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Omaha,  He  is  well  re- 
membered as  being  our  genial  and 
efi'icient  mess  representative  as  well 
as  being"  our  morning  paper  boy.  Then, 
too  he  served  a  term  as  a  Cadet  Flight 
Sgt, 


Paul  J.  Murphy 

St.  Louis.  Missouri.  By  birth  an 
ardent  fan  of  the  Cardinals,  he  has  had 
a  tougli  ti'ne  keeping  a  defense  agiinst 
the  squadron's  "Yankee"  men  Gen- 
'^rally  one  of  tlie  quieter  fellows. 
"Murph"  nevertheless  has  a  ready 
tongue  to  uphold  a  point  or  feed  a 
winning  line  to  one  of  the  other  se. 


James   Gleason 

East  St.  Louis.  Illinois.  Sometimes 
known  as  "Lucky."  he  is  the  always 
smiling  boy  who  gave  up  construction 
work  for  flving  because  it  was  too  dan- 
gerous. Being  a  holdover  he  joined  us 
in   the   middle   of   our   Ryan    term. 


Carroll   L.  Paul 

Marshalltofn.  Iowa.  A  man  with  out- 
standing eyebrows  who  manages  to 
lose  his  shirt  in  poker  games.  The  last, 
however,  is  past  tense  since  his  mar- 
riage to  the  home  town  girl  was  one  of 
the  highlights  to  our  stay  at  Ryan. 


John  A.  Murphy 

Decatur.  Illinois.  For  some  unknown 
reason  this  quiet  Cadet  is  known  as 
"Stud."  Generally  reticent,  his.  some- 
times unexpected,  sarcasms  are  as 
refreshing  as  steak  in  a  kingdom  of 
ham. 


Elmer   R.   Parrish 

St.  Louis.  Missouri.  Quiet  and  un- 
assuming he  is  a  personality  unto  him- 
self. A  man  who  is  but  deffinitly  mar- 
ried, he  spent  two  years  at  St.  Louis 
University  where  he  learned  his  vo- 
cation of  cost  accounting. 


H.  C.  Kroll   (Instructor) 


Robert  C.  Nelson 

Windom.  Minnesota.  Given  two 
drinks  he  was  the  life  of  any  party 
with  his  snappy  style  of  emmitting 
quick  witticisms.  He  came  from  the 
far  off  University  of  Minnesota  to 
brighten  our  lives  with  his  verbal 
technique  and  flying  antics. 


Frank  E.  Jordan 

Long  Beach.  California.  A  previous 
aircraft  worker  turned  aircraft  wrecker, 
and  an  exponent  of  the  ground  loop 
theorv  of  flight.  After  two  years  at 
the  University  of  California  he  tried 
building  planes  for  a  year  when  he 
decided  he  would   rather  fly   them. 


Arthur  P.  Leitz 

Platteville.  Colorado.  Tiring  of  his 
fluctuating  ratings  as  an  Alaska  In- 
fantryman he  is  shooting  for  brighter 
stars.  Among  his  many  Ryan  clainis 
to  fanie  are  his  fortunate  possessions  of 
a  GI  drivers  license  and  a  light  duty 
slip  along  with  his  perpetual  week- 
end presence   at  the   Ariona   Inn. 


E.   L.   Olson    (Instructor) 


Thomas  E.  O'Neill 

Detroit.  Michigan.  He  loves  the  wo- 
men although  his  motto  is  find.  fool, 
and  forget  them.  His  favorite  retreat 
was  tile  Arizona  Inn  where  he  could 
rest  from  those  strenuous  Burma  roads. 
He  was  at  one  time  a  tool  designer. 


Fredrick  T.  Nissen 

Clinton.  Iowa.  One  of  the  most  on- 
the-ball  men  ever  known.  He  offtimcs 
proved  the  guardian  angel  among  some 
of  our  more  delinquent  members.  Once 
a  cost  accountant  he  was  sincere  and 
studious. 
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Keith  H.  Jones 

Lost  Hills,  California.  Another  pro- 
duct of  the  sunshine?  country.  Keith, 
like  so  many  others,  left  college  for  the 
Air  Corps.  Although  very  quiet  he 
was  nevertheless  one  of  our  chief  en- 
tertainers being  extremely  deft  at 
shaking  up  a  deck  of  pasteboards  and 
making  them  appear  in  the  most  un- 
usual places. 


Calvin  S.  Niemi 

Detroit.  Michigan.  A  dark  haired,  one 
time  tool  grinder,  he  is  definitely  the 
debatitive  type.  There  will  never  be 
another  Cadet  more  full  of  life  and  good 
natured  pranks.  His  one  wish  was  that 
it  would  snow  at  Ryan  so  he  could  en- 
gage  in  a   little  swiing. 


James  H.  Hower 

Hays,  Kansas.  One  of  our  well  liked 
Cadet  Flight  Lieutenants,  his  is  prob- 
ably better  known  for  his  musical  abil- 
ities which  include  having  led  a  band 
to  being  well  versed  on  the  violin, 
sax.  clarinet  and  other  instruments. 
Leaving  Kansas  State  after  three  years 
to  become  a  Cadet  he  is  an  excellent 
party  man. 


Denny  J.  Meii'lcth 

Caruthersville.  Missouri.  After  a  year 
of  Math  at  Arkan^^s  State  College  his 
foul  craved  a  little  excitement  so  he 
was  sent  to  Ryan  in  the  midst  of  the 
great  Arizona  desert.  More  reserved 
than  most  he  was  Ftill  one  of  the  sharp- 
est fellows  in  the  barracks. 


Roy  H.  Napier 

Council  Bluffs.  Iowa.  Leaving  Iowa 
State  College  he  came  to  Arizona  for 
the  clmatei.  Not  only  is  he  a  great 
man  about  town:  but  he  is  the  onlv 
man  with  guts  enough  to  cut  both 
his  own  instructor  and  the  Flight 
Commander  out  of  the  traffic  pattern. 


L.  J,  Sherry  (Instructor) 


Robert  C.  Laird 

Coraopolis,  Pennslyvania.  A  man  of 
beef  and  brawn  he  could  really  pound 
out  a  mean  Burma  Road.  We  also 
remember  several  Arizona  Inn  parties 
with  this  gentleman  enlivening  the 
proceedings:  and  how  he  could  get 
around  with  the  field  employees  of  the 
feminine    gender. 


Joseph  T.  Lamont 

Providence.  Rhode  Island.  Another 
boy  with  that  pleasing  New  England 
accent.  Small  but  mighty  he  could 
always  uphold  his  end  in  a  good  bull 
session.  Famous  far  and  wide  for  his 
extraordinary  love  of  sleep. 


D.  Brown   (Instructor) 


Norman  T.  Petrocine 

Peekskill.  New  York.  An  easy  going 
amiable  sort  who  liked  everybody  and 
was  liked  by  all.  He  loved  to  take 
his  time  which  often  led  to  week-end 
difficulties.  He  tried  a  year  at  Park 
College  and  then  worked  as  a  printer 
for  awhile,  finally  deciding  he  belonged 
with  his  head  in  the  clouds. 


Russell  C.  Hyde 

Russell  ville,  Kentucky.  By  a  mild 
drawl  and  a  big  grin  ye  shall  know  him. 
Then.  too.  he's  somewhat  mischievous. 
Russ  came  in  the  Air  Corps  after  two 
years  at  St.  Joseph  Junior  College.  He 
lias  quite  a  reputation  as  a  jazz 
drummer. 


John  L.  Hill 

Yuba  City,  California.  "Rocky"  made 
file  College  to  Air  Corps  jump  when 
he  left  San  Jose  State.  Besides  being 
our  chief  exponent  for  long  distance 
travel  by  air  he  was  always  on  hand 
when  it  came  to  escorting  one  of  the 
local  lovelies  on  a  tour  of  Tucson's 
night  life. 


Francis   D.    Nichclson 

Valparaiso.  Nebraska.  Nick  was  one 
of  the  youngest  "eaglets"  in  our  squad- 
ron, and  one  of  the  cagei-st.  He,  too. 
thinks,  he  made  a  good  bargain  when 
he  exchanged  a  plow  for  a  Ryan. 


S.  AV.   Kimble    (Instructor) 


Wallace  B.  Newton 

Miliord,  Michigan.  An  ex-welder 
who  took  off  his  mask  to  don  a  goos- 
port.  "Wally"  was  truly  a  man  of  iron 
when  riding  the  rear  cockpit. 


Keith  W.  Parrish 

Kansas  City,  Missouri.  While  bemg 
one  swell  guy  his  affections  are  strong 
and  constant  as  he  is  a  fellow  who  likes 
outdoor  sports  and  model  building, 
he  is  definitly  the  fainily  type.  Two 
.vears  of  Chem.  at  Missouri  Valley 
College  preceded  his  entry  into  the 
Air  Forces. 


Robert  M.  Pickerell 

Oskaloosa.  Iowa.  A  handsome  Cadet 
with  the  build  of  Atlas,  He  was  not 
necessarily  shy  but  v*er>'  quiet,  being 
a  inan  of  action  not  words.  Previous  to 
enlisting  he  engaged  in  several  occupa- 
tions such  as  being  an  arc  welder  and 
a    poultry    packer. 


Chauncey  W.  Hoyt 

Spokane.  Washington.  Tliis  tall  (six 
foot  four)  blond  became  a  Cadet  via 
the  Air  Forces  AM  school  where  he  was 
an  exalted  Sgt.  Known  far  and  wide 
for  his  amiable  nature  and  his  photo- 
graph collections,  he  also  has  a  rollick- 
ing sense  of  humor. 


Donald    E.   Nelson 

Moline.  Illinois.  Six  foot  four  of  blond 
pilot  he  was  well  known  as  "Big  Don." 
As  was  expected,  he  became  one  of 
our  very  hottest  of  hot  pilots,  due 
partially  to  a  previous  logging  of  one 
hundred  hours.  This  however,  did  not 
account  for  his  excellent  purveyance 
of  Bach  or  Boogie  Woogie  from  the 
keys  of   a   broken   down   piano. 


L.  W.   Conkey    (Instructor) 


Leonard  J.  Kokins 

Ashland.  Massachusets.  As  one  would 
expect,  this  fellow  has  a  Boston  accent 
which  was  broadened  by  a  year  at 
Dartmoutli  and  then  modified  by  a 
year  as  an  army  sgt.  One  of  our  truly 
great  humorists  he  was  always  good 
for  a  laugh  at  the  right  time  and  could 
always  laugh  himself  in  spite  of  ad- 
versity. 


Karolek  M.  Pattison 

Tucson.  Arizona.  Squadron  guide  to 
Tucson  higlilights  was  this  gentleman 
since  he  was  the  only  inan  fortunate 
enough  to  be  stationed  at  home.  Big 
Karl,  with  the  build  and  the  nature  of 
a  South  Seas  beach  boy.  was  our  out- 
standing volleyball  player,  for  he.  with 
his  reach,  could  smash  any  ball  to  the 
ground. 


Jaal  J.  Natvvick 

Ada.  Minnesota.  This  big.  redheaded 
ex-farmer  is  not  only  a  darned  good 
football  man.  but  somewhat  of  a  musi- 
cian too.  Early  in  his  Ryan  life  he 
managed  to  break  his  big  toe.  and  was 
thus  the  envied  possessor  of  an  iron- 
clad light  duty  slip  for  an  unequaled 
length   of   time. 


James  D.  Nease 

Springfield,  Missouri.  A  dark  haired 
romeo  who  was  the  darling  of  Gila 
hall  on  the  University  of  Arizona  cam- 
pus. Leaving  Southwest  State  Teachers 
College  he  came  to  Ryan  to  monop- 
olize the  wheel  landing  field. 


Ralph  F.  Krantz 

Aberdeen.  Washington.  A  soldier 
from  away  back  this  fellow  entered 
Na  tional  Guard  in  1936  and  was  mo- 
bilized in  September,  1940.  Never  a  man 
to  let  things  worry  him,  his  quiet,  good 
nature  befitts  one  with  so  broad  an 
Arniy  experience. 


Orville  C.  Nelson 

Gann  Valley.  South  Dakota.  After 
a  year  in  the  dark  at  the  So.  Dakota 
School  of  Mines  he  was  finally  per- 
suaded to  come  out  and  see  the  light 
at  Ryan.  One  heck  of  a  swell  guy  who 
spends  his  spare  time  dreaming  of 
swimming  pools  in  the  middle  of  the 
desert. 


William  E.  Piatt 

Minneapolis,  Minnesota.  Genial  WJUie 
who  liked  to  play  around  in  the  Santa 
Rita  canteen  was  one  of  the  most 
friendly  guys  ever  known.  He  was 
always  glad  to  do  anything  he  could  to 
help  a  person  out.  After  he  had  spent 
a  year  at  the  University  of  Minnesota 
the  war  caught  him  so  he  came  to 
Ryan. 


Joseph  Hinds 

Inglewood,  California.  Joe  is  a  fel- 
low with  one  of  the  most  engaging 
grins  in  the  squadron.  More  often  than 
not  he  wa  sthe  guy  to  start  us  singing 
with  a  woice  not  always  too  sweet  but 
verey,  very  eaeer.  His  success  story 
runs  from  North  American  where  he 
built  those  Mitchells  and  Mustangs  to 
Ryan   where   he   learned   to   fly. 


J.  J.  Dohoney   (Instructor) 


Darwin  D.  Knudson 

Balaton.  Minnesota.  Before  enter- 
ing the  army  this  lad  built  an'  fields 
from  Mexico  to  Alaska  and  now  he's 
planning  on  using  a  few  of  them.  Need- 
less to  say  he  is  one  of  our  hottest 
pilots  with  a  ready  smile  and  a  quiet 
perservering    character    to    matcli . 


Robert  R.  Pl'lueger 

Ortonville,  Minnesota.  He  brings 
back  memories  of  that  beautiful  Min- 
nesota ex-governors  daughter  to  whom 
he  seems  very  closely  attached.  A  prize 
student  at  South  Dakota  State  College 
he  reverted  while  at  Ryan  to  being  a 
prize    athlete. 


Lindberg 

San  Francisco.  California.  This  dark 
haired  cosmopolite  is  a  real  city  slicker. 
Having  such  a  famous  name  he  is  of 
necessity  a  hot  pilot.  Two  years  at 
San  Francisco  Junior  College  prepared 
him  for  his  flying  career. 


G.  Jarrett   (Instructor) 


Ernest  C.  Hewitt 

Claverack.  New  York.  Here  we  have 
an  ex-carpenter  turned  Ryan  pusher 
and  froni  what  we  knew  he  was  a  hot 
one.  Then.  too.  he  was  an  ordinance 
machinist  before  turning  Cadet.  His 
chief  virtue,  however,  was  that  hot 
trunipet.  Not  to  be  forgotten  are  the 
Sim   glasses  he  often  wore  at  P.T. 


Hardiiis:  H.  Mangum 

Reidsville.  Nortli  Carolina.  Already 
having  eight  months  as  a  Staff  Sgt. 
glider  pilot  trainee  this  man  was  a 
natural  for  flight  training,  soon  be- 
coniing  one  of  our  hottest  pilots.  Not 
to  be  ignored,  however,  was  his  prev- 
ious infantry  training  which  helped 
him  become  our  affable  Cadet  Squadron 
Captain.  This  is  a  nian  known  well  for 
the  unusual  experiences  his  week-ends 
provided  him. 


Albert  D.  Prochnow 

Ft.  Calhoun,  Nebraska.  The  baby  of 
the  overflow  barracks  he  was  other- 
wise known  a*;  the  Squadron  Six  Grem- 
lin. A  quiet  little  guy  who  could  talk 
up  when  necessary.  He  took  to  flying 
like   a   duck   to   water. 


Albert  J.  Cannon,  2nd  Lt. 

Dronton,  Ohio.  A  student  officer  who 
was  quiet  and  good  natured  as  all 
good  officers  should  be.  His  desire  to 
fly  led  hiJTi  from  being  a  n^edical  ad- 
niiniEtration  officer  to  being  one  of  our 
best   liked  student   officers. 


Ilaioltl  L.  Neuleld 

Wisconsin  Rapids.  Wisconsin.  Strictly 
a  hometown  boy  with  a  burning  desire 
to  get  those  silver  wings  and  see  what 
the  rest  of  the  world  looks  like.  His 
strongest  home  tie  is  a  cute  little  lass 
waiting  anxiously  for  his  return. 


Erwin  Lee  Persons 

Grand  Rapids.  Michigan.  The  per- 
ronalit.v  kid  is  a  handsome  Cadet  whose 
heart  is  true  to  a  home  twon  girl 
known  as  "Bingo."  Otherwise  called 
"Percy."  he  spent  a  year  at  Augsburg 
College  before  taking  up  the  really 
tough  grind  of  learning  to  fly. 


William  C.  Myers 

Webb  City.  Missouri.  Known  to  all 
as  "Blockbuster"  this  fellow  has  many 
attributes,  not  the  least  being  his  deft 
touch  on  a  joystick.  As  a  result  he 
was  the  first  man  to  solo  in  44-C.  In 
addition  to  possesing  the  characteris- 
tics for  a  swell  Santa  Claus  he  was  our 
very    .iovial    Squadron    Adjutant. 


Clement  R.  C.  Holcomb 

Wetumpka.  Alabama.  Don't  let  his 
tou.gh  appearance  fool  you  for  at  heart 
he  is  truly  a  Southern  gentlenian.  He 
wants  to  return  to  the  University  of 
Alabama  to  complete  his  major  of  en- 
gineering whenever  the  war  is  finished. 


L.  M.  Krug  (Instructor) 


Robert  H.  Lounsberry 

Des  Moines,  Iowa.  "Daddy"  is  well 
remembered  bv  all.  having  started  as 
our  Squadron  First  Sgt.  and  working 
up  thgrouh  Squadi-on  Captain  to  Cadet 
Wing  Adjutant.  After  six  years  of 
medicine  at  the  University  of  Iowa 
and  Lutheran  College  he  came  to 
Ryan  for  a  change  of  scenery.  Here  he 
has  been  one  of  our  outstanding  ath- 
letes as  well  as  a  top  notch  leader. 


J.  N.  Taylor   (Instructor) 


William  R.  Peterson 

Minneapolis.  Minnesota.  One  of  our 
most  cooperative  Flight  leaders,  he 
would  be  found  kidding  us  on  whether 
we  were  marching  or  double  timing. 
He  spent  two  years  surveying  and  a 
year  at  Augsburg  College  prior  to 
enlistinent.  Always  a  man  with  a 
ready  comeback. 


^ilik 


John  M.  Maddox 

Pitts.  Georgia.  The  quietest  fellow  in 
the  barracks,  this  good  looking  fellow 
is  a  true  son  of  the  deep  south,  even 
to  his  manners  and  hospitality.  With 
a  southern  drawl  he  is  one  of  the  most 
sincere  fellows  on  the  eld,  famed 
chiefly  for  the  cute  Georgia  peach  who 
.s  his  wife. 


Donald  L.  Horine 

Monett.  Missouri.  Our  chief  barracks 
jokester  since  he  kept  us  laughin 
through  night  and  day,  this  red  head  is 
an  old  timer  in  the  Air  Forces  having 
been  a  Sgt.  mechanic  since  June  7, 
1941.  Since  becoming  a  Cadet  he  has 
kept  our  spirits  high  with  his  ready 
wit  and  has  thus  been  one  of  our  best 
Cadet  Flight  Sgts. 


Robert  B.  Jauregui 

San  Diego.  California.  Bob  was 
called  to  active  duty  from  attendance 
at  San  Diego  State  where  he  was 
majoring  in  economics.  Truly  a  pro- 
duct of  the  sunkist  state  this  lad  is  well 
known  for  his  quick  witticisms,  and. 
too.  for  those  swell  snacks  his  mother 
is   always   sending  from   home. 


Hubert  O.  Minick 

Sheridan.  Wyoming.  Quiet  but  manly, 
he's  becoming  as  good  a  pilot  as  he  is 
a  clarinet  player.  He  worsake  a 
chemistry  major  at  the  University  of 
Wyoming  in  favor  of  flying  a  Ryan. 


Chester  C.  Meckley 

Reno.  Nevada.  A  well  know  man  from 
a  well  known  town,  he  left  the  Uni- 
versity of  Nevada,  where  he  was  an 
S.A.E,,  after  one  year.  "George  couM 
always  be  found  at  the  dispatchrrs 
window  crying  for  a  solo  ship."  Never 
a  man  to  worry,  he  was  a  great  lover 
of    sac    time. 


Carl  S.  Mellstrom 

Salol.  Minnesota.  A  Swede  and  plenty 
proud  of  it.  his  burning  ambition  is 
to  buzz  the  home  town  in  a  B17.  He 
must  be  remembered  as  one  of  the 
best  all   around  athletes. 


Paul   E,  Melancon 

St.  Paul.  Minnesota.  This  ex-labor- 
atory techniction  once  had  curly  black 
hair  until  the  army  straightened  him 
out  on  that  point.  He  joined  the  air 
corps  because  he  was  tired  of  walking 
and  now  wants  to  "drive"  whatever 
succeeds  the  Lightning  or  Thunderbolt. 


Donald  Hostetter 

Glendale,  California.  A  good  con- 
versationalist and  an  easy  man  to  be- 
come friends  with,  Dons  abilities  as  a 
man  about  town  are  known  to  all.  He 
only  hopes  the  enemy  is  not  so  apt 
with  a  searchlight  as  he  was  while  in 
the  Coast  Artillery  prior  to  becoming 
a  Cadet. 


Leslie  L.  Lundbergr 

Aitkin,  Minnesota.  He  was  lucky 
enough  to  meet  a  hometown  girl  work- 
ing in  the  Ryan  office  and  as  a  result 
was  the  organier  of  many  interesting 
week-end  parties.  In  addition  to  being 
Guide  Sgt.  he  was  a  baseball  pitcher  of 
no  little  merit.  A  talkative  fellow  who 
could  always  be  relied  upon  for  the 
latest    dope. 


A.  H.  Van  Loan   (Instructor) 
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Mr.  Stone 
Flight  Commander 


Mr.  McQuade 
Flight  Commander 


Mr.  Craft 
Squadron   Conwiander 


nOSSIBLY  ONE  of  the  less  eager  squadrons  on  post,  probably  one  of  those  with 

the  greatest  purpose —  "we  joined  the  Air  Corps  to  fight  a  war" — ,  and  certainly 

one  of  the  most  fun-loving.  We  lived  from  week  end  to  week  end — or  so  we  said 

on  the  week  ends;  from  flight  to  flight,  or  so  we  told  our  instructors.  And  both  are 

correct.    We  have   a   collection   of  admirably   socially-fit   young   men   who   have 

jU/l^'    \  pleasantly  haunted  the  Arizona  Inn,  El  Con.  Santa  Rita,  and  the  Blue  Moon  on  open 

A  Ml\^.^L  posts — as  well  as  most  of  the  sorority  houses  on  the  U.  of  Arizona  campus. 

^^^^^^^^^K  We  hail  from  Michigan  and  Illinois  and   Wisconsin,  Iowa,  and  Ohio,  Cali- 

fornia and  Idaho  and  Washington,  New  York  and  Utah.  .  .  .  We're  a  cross-section 
of  the  fighting  male  nation.  We  have  toured  the  country  west  of  the  Mississippi 
in  the  process  of  being  trained;  we  sunned  on  the  beaches  of  Southern  California, 
drank  cokes  in  campus  cafes  in  Minnesota  and  the  Dakotas,  toasted  the  swift  defeat  of  the  war-lords  in  Reno's 
chromium-and-leather  lounges,  and  braved  the  ice-laden  winds  of  the  far  north  states  to  fly  light-planes.  Then  came 
Santa  Ana,  parades  and  studies  and  disciphne  and  the  opulence  of  Los  Angeles  and  Hollywood. 

Ryan  Field  welcomed  us  with  mesquite,  heat,  and  the  tricky  but  beloved  PT-22.   An  airplane  may  be  just  a  ma- 
chine, but  we  are  convinced  that  our  ships  had  personalities  as  real  as  our  instructors'.  Now  we're  off  to  Basic. 

And  soon,  we  hope,  you  shall  see  us  in  the  air,  over  Tokyo  and  Berlin — and  later,  but  not  too  late — once  more 
where  skies  are  peaceful. 


Art  Wilcox 

Dispatcher 


Roland  L.  Russell 

Venice.  California.  That  long  Russell 
man.  first  name  Roland,  is  characterized 
chiefly  b.v  a  broad,  perpetual  grin. 
Hails  California  and  an  aircraft  me- 
chanic's position. 


James  D.  Stephens 

Culver  City,  California.  Jim's  prob- 
ably the  finest  student  officer  we  have, 
and  a  hot  pilot  besides.  Married. 
"Steve"  was  born  in  Oklahoma  in 
1916.  managed  a  store  for  a  while,  took 
a  fancy  to  flying. 


Glenn  A.  Stout 

Weiser,  Idaho.  The  U.  of  Idaho  knew 
Glenn  bfoere  we  did.  and  we  know  the 
U.  lost  a  fine  lad — and.  incidentall.v.  a 
good  officer-to-be.  Knows  the  tricks 
to  the  the  trades  o£  agriculture  and 
sheet-metal   work. 


Lt.  Martin  T.  Huysman 

Mineola,  New  York.  "Marty"  is  a 
pretty  good  example  of  what  we  should 
like  to  be  when  and  if  we  wear  bars. 
Quiet  and  unassuming.  LieiTtenant 
Huysman  is  twenty-six  and  married. 
Proves  every  day  he  can  flv  and  take 
P.T.  withthe  best  of  cadets. 


Donald  G.  Schwend 

That  tall  boy  with  the  cute  wife  is 
Don  Schwend.  basketballer.  Billings 
Poly  ex-student,  and  flyer  par  excel- 
lence. Took  C.T.D.  at  Tempe,  born 
and  raised  in  Montana. 


R.  W.  Consaul   (Instructor) 


L.  Crapuchettes   (Instructor) 


Robert   C   Snow 

Bellwood.  Illinois.  The  war  called 
Bob  out  of  the  U,  of  Illinois  and  an 
indefinite  future  somehow  tied  up  with 
a  typewriter.  Will  become  a  social 
anchorite  and  live  in  a  cave  in  the 
wilderness  when  the  war  is  over. 


James  M.  Staiidlee 

Compton.  California.  Jim  was  a 
Denver  U.  chemical  engineer  until 
the  AAF  came  knocking  at  the  door. 
First  saw  the  light  in  1922  in  Arakansas. 
took  CTD  at  Caldwell.  Idaho. 


Robert  D.  Sharp 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.  Bob  is  out- 
spoken in  his  praise  of  Salt  Lake  City, 
plans  to  fly  back  in  his  own  plane 
when  the  scrap  is  over  and  surprise 
the  folks.  One  of  the  more  humorous 
fellows.  Bob  took  CTD  at  Reno.  Single 
and    happy    that    way. 


Sylvan  F.  Sisson 

L>'nwood.  California.  "Sis"  was  an- 
other .graduate  to  the  Air  Corps  via  the 
aircraft  factory.  A  Tempe.  Arizona. 
CTD  man.  he's  married,  the  best  en- 
tertainer we  have  in  the  barracks,  and 
one  of  the  best  flyers  in  the  bunch. 


William  Rein,  Jr. 

Loquacious  Bill  left  the  U.  of  Detroit 
and  an  aeronautical  engineering  career 
to  explore  the  wild  blue  yonder  with 
tile  rest  of  us.  Never  feared  a  check- 
ride  in  his  life. 


ATk 


Jerald  E.  Taylor 

Garfield.  Utah.  Jerry  managed  to  get 
two  years  in  at  the  U.  of  Utah  before 
giving  up  college  life  for  officers'  train- 
ing. Twenty-one  and  unniarried.  he 
eio.ys  himself  on  the  basketball  court 
and  the  football  field. 


Thcotlore  Robbins 

Carlos.  Minnesota.  Chemistry  at  the 
U.  of  Minnesota  kept  Ted  interested 
until  his  big  Uncle  gave  him  an  air- 
plane and  a  lot  of  gas.  Blows  a  mean 
sliphorn.     Twenty-one   and   unattached. 


Bernard  J.  Rankin,  Jr. 


St.  Louis.  Missouri.  "Buzz"  Rankin's 
flair  for  flying  a  risky  stage  earned  him 
the  nickname.  Unmarried  and  twenty, 
Buzz  knows  the  inside  of  more  Arizona 
sorority  houses  than  the  dean  of 
women. 


J.   Gailcy    (Instructor) 


Charles  A.  Stanley 

Wichita.  Kansas.  Charlie's  always 
tlireatening  to  lower  the  boom  on  some- 
body, and  his  good  humor  makes  him 
valuable  as  a  friend.  Worked  at  air- 
craft sheetmetal  before  the  war.  is  an 
outdoor   sportsman. 


Dale  W.  Slayter 

Spokane,  Washington.  Nine  months 
an  aircraft  electrician.  Dale  knows 
more  of  planes  than  a  pilot  sees.  An 
ice  hockey  fan.  he's  married  and  a 
graduate    of    CTD   at    Hastings    College. 


Frank  J.  Reischl 

Los  Angeles.  California.  Frank  is  a 
sunny  California  boy,  past  student  of 
L.  A.  City  College,  and  an  aircraft 
riveter  by  trade.  Exponent  of  the 
more  subtle  wit  in  the  barracks, 
twenty-one  years  on   this  earth. 


Darold  L.  Shutt 

Auburn,  Illinois.  "Doc"  Shutt  knows 
what  makes  the  huinan  body  tick  from 
his  training  at  the  U.  of  Illinois.  A 
hot  trumpeter  and  pilot  alike,  D.jC  is 
married,  a  graduate  of  Canyon.  Texas, 
CTD,  an  ex-school  master. 


Edmund  W.  Sullivan 

Lemars.  Iowa.  Sully  handles  a 
basketball  with  the  same  ease  he  ex- 
hibits when  flying  a  tough  stage. 
Wrapped  himself  up  in  liberal  arts 
at  Trinity  College.  Twenty-two  and 
married,  he  rolls  a  mean  bowling  ball. 


R.  W.  Leebrick   (Instructor) 


\\  cndcll  W.  Stewart 

Soutli  St.  Paul.  Minnesota.  "Dad" 
is  an  ice-hockey  fan.  claims  Iowa  his 
birthplace.  1921  the  date.  A  smooth 
worker,  he  picked  up  the  tricks  at  Iowa 
State  College,  learned  flying,  a  good 
brand,  in  a  hurry  in  a  R.van. 


Louis  I.  Tathani 

Sedro-Woolley.  Washington.  Louis 
was  a  shipyard  rigger  who  found  the 
air  a  inore  interesting  element  to  take 
a  ship  into  than  the  ocean.  Finds  his 
interests  to  be  along  the  lines  of  bas- 
ketball and  bootball.  Unmarried, 
twenty-one,  and  eligible. 


Philip  L.  Serafine 

Rochester,  New  York.  Guide  ScrtTeant 
Phil  is  noted  for  his  suavity  with  Tuc- 
son's college  lovelies,  his  luck  in  the 
evening  games  in  the  barracks.  Twen- 
ty-five years  old.  Phil's  an  Eastern 
boy.   a   good  boxer,   trackman. 


Dale  R.  Sandvik 

Palmer.  Alaska.  "Icecap"  has  taken 
to  Tucson  heat  and  flying  a  Ryan  like 
a  seal  to  an  ice-flow.  Born  in  Minne- 
sota. Dale  came  into  the  Army  air 
forces  from  tlae  far  north.  Has  cen- 
chants  for  outdoor  sports,  basketball. 


Stanley  J.  Siepak 

Detroit,  Michigan.  'Wayne  University 
claims  Stan  for  an  aeronautical  en- 
gineer, but  the  AAF  claims  him  for 
officer  material.  Married  a  lovely  lady 
from  Cal..  boasts  an  easy-going  tem- 
perment  and  experience  as  a  drafts- 
man   and    tool   and    die    maker. 


Lawrence  K.  Sieck 

Council  Bluffs,  Iowa.  L.K.  had  to 
leave  Civil  Engineering  and  Iowa  State 
to  play  his  part  in  making  the  world 
safe  again.  Bad  luck  on  the  footliall 
field  may  hold  him  up,  but  he'll  be 
there  at  the  finale  with  the  rest  of  the 
bunch. 


Jolin  J.  Skurdalsvold 

Minneapolis.  Minnesota.  This  man 
with  the  difficult  name  started  as  a 
mechanical  engineer  at  Minnesota,  gave 
it  up  for  160  horsepower  and  a  chance 
at  wings.  John'U  get  'em.  too.  Quiet, 
obliging,    makes   a    iine   friend. 


R.  N.  Nelson   (Instructor) 


William  C.  Swanson 

Skokie,  Illinois.  Anotlier  Swanson, 
this  time  frorn  Illinois,  has  seen  ex- 
perience in  the  aircraft  industry,  took 
like  a  duck  to  water  to  flying  'em  for 
Uncle  Sam.  Spends  his  week-ends  on 
the  liks  or  at  Arizona  Inn. 


John  W.  Smith 

Port  'Washington,  New  York.  U.C.L.A. 
taught  Smitty,  our  animate  atom  of 
a  supply  sergeant,  a  lot  of  chemistry, 
but  it  didn't  teach  him  not  to  cut 
captains  out  of  the  traffic  pattern.  At 
home  in  any  sport  contest  and  with  any 
reed  instrument. 


Leo  F.  Stang 

Stevensville,  Montana.  Leo  gave  up 
fitting  ships  to  fly  a  diiTerent  sort,  and 
is  as  skilled  at  it  as  he  is  at  tying  up 
the  squadron  finances  after  pa.v  day 
comes.  Single  and  twenty-one,  he  was 
born   in   kansas. 


James  H.  Seely 

Riverside.  California.  Boise,  Idaho, 
was  Jim's  birtliplace  back  in  1919,  but 
tlie  West  Coast  is  "back  home"  to  liim. 
Married  and  a  good  man  in  any  sports 
contest,  Jim  was  one  of  the  first  to  solo, 
is  strictly  H.P..  strictly  a  swell  guy. 


George  S.  Tait 

Los  Angeles,  California.  George  Tait 
is  easily  the  squadron's  hottest  pilot, 
liavink  developed  an  early  skill  with 
the  PT-22  only  excelled  by  his  basket- 
ball ability.  Clerical  experience, 
twenty  years  old. 


Lawrence  A.  Senna 

Sacramento.  California.  Larry  is 
that  liappy-go-lucky  little  man  who 
speaks  so  proudl.v  of  the  attractions  of 
Sacramento,  California.  Married  to  a 
Texas  girl.  Larry  is  one  of  tlie  better 
baseball    players  on   post. 


Willie  G.  Svvanson.  Jr. 

Stamford.  Texas.  Willie  G.  is  a  U, 
of  Texas  architecture  major,  doriig 
well  in  his  training  to  tear  down  a  lot 
of  German  and  Jap  architectural 
triumphs.  Is  positive  that  Texas  if 
God's  country,  releases  his  vulpine  in- 
stincts in  U.  of  Arizona  sorority  society. 


John  N.  Smith 

Ontario.  California.  John  N..  an- 
other one  of  the  Smith  clan,  began  it 
all  in  Arizona  in  1920.  He's  mixed 
truck-driving  and  accounting  in  days 
past,  and  leads  a  happy  married  life. 
Made  a  good  flight  liuetenant  for  a 
while. 


Dabney  W.  Sharp 

Edinburg.  Texas.  "Dab"  is  our  tall 
squadron  commander,  a  peach  of  a 
lad  with  a  marvelous  patience  who  left 
the  Texas  Aggies  and  an  (;n'.^inijering 
curriculum   to  fly  PT-22's — and   lly   'em 


Leon  L.  Scott 

American  Fork.  Utah.  Leon  L.  has 
twenty-three  years  of  living  behind 
him  and  a  darned  good  future  as  an 
aviator  before  him.  An  ex-office- 
worker.  Scotty  is  married  to  a  home- 
state    (Utah)    girl. 


John  W.  Sellcck,  Jr. 

Otter  Lake.  Michigan.  Big  Bill  mixes 
sports  with  flying  and  comes  out  on 
top.  as  the  check-riders  know.  Single 
and  forever  in  a  good  humor.  J  ohn 
William  comes  from  Michigan  via 
Michigan  State.    CTD  at  Reno.  Nevada. 


K.  P.  Bond   (Instructor) 


N.  B.  Cundell    (Instructor) 


Bruce  E.  Kamler 

Fort  Dodge.  Iowa,  A  back-Easter 
from  Illinois.  Bruce  can  make  his 
Ryan  say  "Uncle"  In  three  languages, 
bulges  a  inean  bleep,  and  has  a  p.f.r. 
that  would  turn  a  paramarine  green 
with  envy.  Took  his  C.T.D.  work  at 
Coe  College. 


Dean  W.  Scidcl 

Tipton.  Kansas.  Kansas  Wesleyan 
lost  a  good  business  administrator  to 
the  AAF  when  Dean  Seidel  exchanged 
his  text-books  for  a  Ryan  .loystick.  A 
good  man  at  anybody's  party. 


Joseph  B.  Stilwcll 

Palm.vra.  Nebraska.  Joe  is  the  kind 
of  lad  we'd  like  to  have  for  a  boss 
back  in  civilian  life — if  his  easy  going 
manner  as  a  flight  lieutenant  is  any 
indication.  He's  been  an  aircraft  en- 
gine mechanic,  is  aged  twenty-one. 


Glen  D.  Ralston 

Wichita.  Kanass.  Big  Glen  lirst  saw 
the  Kansas  sun  twent>'-two  years  ago 
in  Augusta.  Reserved,  self-contained, 
and  possessed  of  a  genuine  sense  of 
humor.  Big  Glen  is  a  hand.v  man  to 
have  around  at  any  sport  or  any 
flight  line. 


l^A^^H^ink  Jtm 


Warren  E.  Skeels 

Rockford,  Illinois.  Warren  was  just 
started  at  the  U.  of  Wisconsin  when 
Uncle  Sam  offered  him  an  airplane  and 
a  cadet's  status.  ROTC  experience 
made  a  rifle  marksman  ot  him.  CTD 
at   Reno.   Nevada. 


Charles  E.   Sladek 

St.  Louis.  Missouri.  Chuck  wears  a 
constant  grin,  finds  machine  shop  work 
and  snap  rolls  equally  easy.  Names 
skating  and  swimming  his  favorite 
sports,  and  is  one  of  the  sharper  boys 
in   and  about   Tucson. 


Harvey  M.  Smith 

from  the  cold  Northwest  to  the  colder 
Midwest  to  take  his  CTD  at  Jamestown, 
North  Dakota.  Experience  as  an  air- 
craft worker,  he  is  a  swimming  and 
tennis    devotee. 


R.  O.  Ewart   (Instruetor) 


Carol  K.  Shersetn 

Scobey,  Montana.  Carol's  the  ?-[on- 
tana  lad  with  the  taste  for  bright 
pyjamas  and  the  exceptional  ability  in 
a  R.van  cockpit.  Married,  he's  a  good 
athlete,   quite  a   business  man. 


John  E.  Svvanson 

Des  Moines,  Iowa.  Swanny  said 
hello  to  the  world  in  1923  in  Wisconsin, 
proceeded  to  do  himself  proud  at  the 
U.  of  Iowa,  then  do  himself  prouder 
in  the  Air  Corps.  Plenty  of  ability, 
plenty  of  friends,  plenty  of  future  for 
this    lad. 


Keith  D.  Ricks 

Parker,  Idaho.  Keith,  one  of  the 
brawnier  boys,  calls  Idaho  home  and 
heaven,  and  is  the  lad  who  blows  that 
mean  whistle  in  the  mornings.  Used 
to  drive  a  cab,  at  ease  at  social  affairs, 
haunts   the   best   hotels   only. 


Morris  N.  Spencer 

Red  Oak,  Iowa.  Spence  has  occa- 
sional difficulties  with  windsocks  and 
check-rides,  but  earnest  effort  and  a 
capable  skill  at  the  stick  will  get  him 
through.  Has  been  a  school  teacher 
since  graduation  from  Iowa  State. 
Married   and  happily  so. 


Erlini;  A.  Slcnsland 

Bellingham,  Washington.  "Steen's" 
quiet,  sober  manner  is  a  balancing  in- 
fluence over  fractious  Flight  N,  of  which 
he  is  lieutenant.  An  all-around  good 
athlete,  he's  been  a  commercial  fisher- 
man for  a  number  of  his  twenty-six 
years. 


VV.  J.  Korhne,  Jr.   (Instructor) 


Murray  A.  Taylor 

Tacoma,  Washington.  Pacific  Lutii- 
eran  College  gave  us  Murray,  from 
whence  he  graduated  to  take  up  coach- 
ing and  teaching  in  junior  high  school. 
Married  an  Idaho  girl,  is  an  all-around 
athlete  and  nunibers  his  years  twenty- 
five. 


Donald  G.  Shanley 

South  Bend,  Indiana.  Don  left  olf 
testing  engines  to  test  his  ability  as  a 
pilot — and  he's  passing  with  siraight 
A's.  Cam  ein  with  twenty-live  hours 
of  flying  time  from  points  east. 


Patroolus  S.  Spiropoulos 

Hollywood.  California.  The  man  with 
the  broad  grin  was  boin  in  Chicago 
but  gave  up  the  sucker  state  for  Cali- 
fornia. One  of  tlie  most  pleasant  per- 
sonalities in  the  Air  Corps.  "Perry"  is 
a  good  sportsman,  a  good  sport  as  well. 


Charles  H.  Sugg 

Varina,  North  Carolina.  As  Southern 
as  fried  chicken,  Sugg  enjoys  golf, 
tennis,  swimming  most  of  all — after 
flying,  of  couise.  A  Wake  Forest 
College  man  and  some  twent.v-fovir 
years  of  age.  Sugg's  the  most  pleasant 
compan.\'. 


William  J.  Kolph 

Temple  City.  California.  Wry  humor 
is  Bill  Rolph's  specialty  and  aircraft 
sheet  metal  work  was  his  past  occupa- 
tion in  California,  his  home  state.  Bill 
has  been  twenty  years  getting  into  the 
air.  Expresses  himseli  as  well  as  a 
Pulitzer   Prize    novelist. 


L.  L.  Therriault   (Instructor) 


Gordon  H.  Scott 

Maywood.  California.  Recently  the 
father  of  an  eight-pound  girl.  Gordon 
calls  California  home  and  calls  a  Ryan 
the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  to  fly — 
and  proves  it.    Twenty-one  years  old 


Virgil  R.  Schuehard 

Elgin.  Minnesota.  Our  barracks 
Harry  James  is  "Schook."  a  Minnesota 
man.  Held  down  a  ,iob  as  an  aircraft 
worker  until  he  discovered  it  was 
more  fun  flying  than  building  them. 
Built   like  Charles  Atlas. 


Frederick  A.  Strombom 

Chicago.  Illinois.  Fred  came  to  the 
Air  Corps  with  two  years  at  the  Illinois 
Institute  of  Technology  behind  him — 
and  he's  doing  as  well  in  a  Ryan  as  he 
was  in  Illinois  manufacturing.  Twenty 
years  of  age  and  unmarried. 


R.  Wilbur    (Instructor) 


Robert  E.  Shelley 

Mitchellville.  Iowa.  Leaving  produc- 
tion engineering  in  an  aircraft  plant 
in  the  Midwest.  Bob  his  proved  that  if 
you  can  build  "eni  you  can  fly  'em. 
Unmarried  and  twenty-one.  he  went  to 
Drake  University  for  .iournalism  train- 
ing. 


Selh  A.  Talbott 

Ottawa,  aKnsas.  Selh,  like  many 
others,  gave  up  building  them  to  stunt 
them.  Unmarried  and  quiet,  you  might 
find  him  besporting  himself  in  the  near- 
est swimming  pool  or  on  the  back  of 
a  horse.    Twenty-three  years  of  age. 


Jean  F.  Steckniyer 

Grand  Island.  Nebraska.  Jean's  un- 
married and  is  a  w'elcome  guest  to 
Tucson  female  society.  CTD  at  Tenipe. 
Arizona,  broke  him  in  for  a  proiriising 
career  as  one  of  the  outfit's  best  flyers. 
Formerly    an    aircraft    worker. 


Mike  Saavedra 

Bell.  California.  Faster  than  light- 
ning on  the  basketball  court.  Mike 
Saavedra  is  another  West  Coast  man. 
Known  as  one  of  the  squadron's  hottest 
pilots.  Mike  took  college  training  at 
Caldwell,  Idaho. 
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G.  I.  Noah 
Flight  Comviander 


P.  Sanger 
Flight  Commander 


D.  C.  Link 
Squadron   Commander 


AROUSING,  rollicking,  swaggering  outfit — that's  Squadron  Eight. 
Living  together,  eating  together,  playing  together,  working  together  breeds 
a  kind  of  kinship  that  borders  on  the  intimate.  These  lads  are  fast  friends  and 
practical  jokers.  No  one  can  forget  Bruce  Van  Dyke,  the  Beverly  Hills  cut-up, 
strewing  chairs  in  the  barracks  aisle  after  light  out  and  then  having  late  to-bedders 
rent  the  air  with  curses  as  they  fell  sprawling.  And  the  time  Ed  Volts,  our  first 
sergeant,  blew  his  whistle  inadvertently  and  as  a  result  had  the  finest  shower  ever 
engendered  by  whistle-hating  cadets.  And  the  "creepers" — young  Marshall  Zidell, 
the  suave  Texas  swain.  Jack  Walsh,  smooth  Californian,  Alex  Zebelian  and  the 
list  could  go  on  forever. 

Of  course  we  had  the  high-ranking  cadet  officers  to  give  us  prestige.  Texas 
Jack  Trapp  was  the  Wing  Commander,  the  high  mogul  among  the  gadgets.  Emmett 
Turner  was  our  racked-back  Group  Adjutant  and  Jack  "Buzz  Boy"  Valenti  was 
the  Wing  Sergeant-Major. 

Practically  all  the  lads  came  together  from  Squadron  47,  the  "Thunderbolt" 
crowd  of  Santa  Ana,  where  they  set  a  new  record  for  most  everything,  including 

Someone  ought  to  write  a  history  of  these  grinning,  devil-may-care  cadets — 
they  would  have  to  include  the  vicissitudes  of  Harvey  Van  Cleve,  our  dashing  Squadron  Commander,  who  could 
twist  a  maiden's  heart  with  infinite  ease.  One  page  would  have  to  be  devoted  to  Herman  "The  Lob "  Weeren,  who 
in  his  life  of  debauchery  threatens  to  have  a  date  with  a  girl  some  day.  And  naturally  everyone  would  want  to  read 
about  "Chuck"  Woodruff  and  Walter  "I  Hate  All  Underclassmen"  Thome — what  characters.  And  the  smug,  "Hot- 
Piloty"  swagger  that  Freddie  Waldron  could  assume.  Then  there  is  chunky,  handsome  Jackson  Willis,  who  is  the 
ranking  connoisseur  on  sorority  houses,  their  foibles  and  their  virtues.  The  Vaughns,  no  relation.  E.  D.  and  F.  E.  Our 
Atlas  come  to  life,  Indian-ton  Dan  Wilson  and  his  buddy,  Dick  Touet.  And  our  Chicago  crowd,  Leonard  Unrath, 
George  Trotter  and  Frank  Ziemba. 

Hell,  we  had  one  of  the  finest  bunch  of  stick-jousters  ever  conceived  by  any  examining  board — may  we  have  a 
rendezvous  together  in  combat! 


Al  Freidin 

Dispatcher 
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Lt.  W.  W.  Silver 

Salem,  Ohio.  Another  transpalnted 
Texan,  Lt.  Silver  rated  ace-high  with 
the  lads.  He  could  "chew"  beautifully, 
but  in  liis  soft-spol<en.  easy  wa.y  he 
manged  to  keep  the  rousing  Eighters 
"on  the  ball."  In  fact  he  gave  the 
whole  squadron  a  complete  education 
in   "wing  walking." 


Charles  W.  Woodruff 

Prineville,  Oregon.  Another  of  tliose 
pesk.v  "gremlins,"  Chuck.  21  years  old, 
was  an  ex-Oregon  University  B.M.O.C. 
— possessed  a  ballading  tenor  voice  th-it 
emptied  more  showers  than  the  "fall- 
out" whistle.  Plays  the  piano  poorly 
but  Ills  suave  manner  has  pierced  many 
a  wistful  maiden's  heart. 


Robert  A.  Woolf 

Los  Angeles,  California.  Tall,  lanky 
gaucho  Woolf  was  the  cartooning  man 
of  the  squadron.  At  19  years  he 
ranked  as  one  of  the  most  finished 
"cottage  men"  the  El  Con  ever  had. 
A  former  U.C.L.A.  collegiate,  he  dab- 
bled in  Spanish  culture  and  if  sounds 
like  Sanskrit  to  most  of  you  readers, 
it  wouldn't  if  you  knew  Bobby. 


Herman  E.  Vaiidever 

Santa  Barbara,  Calif.  And  still  an- 
other of  the  pot-full  of  Golden  State 
boys,  Herman,  19  years  of  tender  age, 
won  fleeting  faine  as  the  originator  of 
the  "Vanderver  Coyote  Cadence"  and 
also  as  the  hottest  pilot  Bunk  25  ever 
caressed. 


Robert  L.  Vickman 

Los  Angeles,  California.  This  sly, 
six-footer  with  his  nimble  pen  was 
the  scourge  of  the  barracks  with  his 
carictatures.  Another  of  the  U.C.L.A. 
exes  now  devoting  his  time  and  energy 
to  dodging  details  and  tours.  Bob,  22 
years  of  se.Tn-brawn,  managed  to 
wangle  some  docile  moments  from  his 
Ryan,  a  pleasing  event. 


H.  L.  Zody 

Fresno,  California.  Tall,  grim  "Ho- 
bart,"  who  struck  terror  in  our  hearts 
asthe  tough  1st  Sergeant  in  preflight 
mellow*ed  nicely  in  primary.  A  grad- 
uate of  Fresno  State  College,  Zody 
boasted  four  years  of  school  teaching 
and  a   lovely  wife. 


J.  Barrett    (Instructor) 


Richard  E.  Touet 

Osceola,  Iowa.  Laconic  (and  a  bit 
lazy,  we  think),  Dick  nevertheless  was 
quite  the  dasher  in  preflight  and  an 
ace  on  the  flight  line.  How  this  lad 
could  cut  up  on  a  180  degree  approach! 
Age?    21. 


Rene  F.  Wetzel 

Beverly  Hills,  Calif.  "Mr.  Engines" 
himself.  What  21  year  old  Rene  didn't 
know  about  the  inside  of  a  gasoline- 
fed  pile  of  machinery  hasn't  been  in- 
vented yet.  Will,  at  the  drop  of  a  car- 
buretor, give  a  two-hour  lecture  on 
why  good  crankshafts  leave  home.  Also 
a  deft  hand  at  illustrating. 


Wilbur  N.  Whitehead 


•ither 


Burbank,  California.  With 
stumpy  cigar  or  a  pipe  stuck  m  his 
mouth,  Whitey  could  walk  as  good  a 
wing  tip  as  anybody.  One  of  the 
"oldies,"  he  is  28  years  old.  A  former 
University  of  California  lad,  he  ma- 
,iored  in  engineering — now  nra.iors  in 
full-flaps    landings. 


K.   L.   Kindoff    (Instructor) 


Edward  E.  Weberlein 

Detroit,  iWichipan.  The  only  guy  in 
the  squadron  who  could  sleep  at  at- 
tention, chunky,  cherubic  Weberlein 
got  in  more  "sack  time"  than  thought 
possible  by  any  cadet  at  Ryan.  Twenty- 
two  years  old,  Ed.  in  his  amiable  man- 
ner, managed  to  doze  his  wa.y  along. 


Vance  R.  Nordby 

Grand  Forks,  N.  D.  This  lad  from 
tile  "fur  Nawth"  country  was  a  par- 
ticular favorite  with  his  talented  pen — 
"Vance  could  whack  out  a  snazzy  draw- 
ing faster  than  he  could  wiggle  out  of 
a  "P.T.    formation.     A    rare    quality. 


William  M.  Whiteside 

Huntington  Park.  California.  Song- 
teacher  ("khaki-colored  trousers,  coats 
of  darker  hue"),  barber  (how  about  a 
trini  before  inspection,  Whiteside), 
dyer  (migod,  Whiteside  j'our  drifting, 
get  your  head.  .  .  .")  Bill  was  a  mass 
of  versatile  traits.  Once  a  L.  A.  City 
College  nian,  he  is  24  years  old. 


Jack  P.  Walters 

Los  Angeles.  California.  Puckish, 
ever-smiling  Jack,  tlie  epitome  of  wliat 
a  figliter  pilot  should  be.  is  21  years 
old.  On  down-wind  or  cross-wind  land- 
ing, he  was  unbeatable  and  even 
against  the  tee.  he  could  "grease"  'em 
in  with  a  casual  grace. 


Melbourne   D.    Thompson 

Grafton.  Iowa.  A  wide-eyed,  per- 
petually surprised  Cornhusker  who 
admits  farming  as  a  profession  and  buzz 
landings  as  a  hobbv.  Attended  the 
sturdy  little  college  of  St.  Olaf.  which 
is  not  on  Mt.  Olympuc  but  in  Iowa. 


Harvey  N.  Webb,  Jr. 

Tucson.  Arizona.  What  fortitude 
Harvey  possessed,  being  the  only  Tuc- 
Eonian  in  the  squadron.  The  barbs  and 
arrows  sling  his  way  might  have  dis- 
heartened a  less  determined  lad.  But 
having  spent  sonie  24  years  on  earth. 
Harve  defended  every  cactus  plant  in 
the  Arizona  desert  with  admirable 
courage. 


Williard  G.  Tcmpel 

Memphis.  Tenn.  This  languorous 
Southerner,  approximately  23  years  old, 
is  a  drawling,  mischevious  guy  whose 
pet  peeves  are  growling  instructors 
and  lack  of  more  open  posts. 


Roert  W.  Thompson 

Bakersfield.  Calif.  One  of  those  sat- 
isfied Californians — endowed  with  good 
looks  and  a  predeliction  for  swooping 
unsuspected  on  bedraggled  instructors. 
Bob  is  20  years  old  and  very,  very  hap- 
pily married. 


B.  L.  Busby    (Instructor) 


Richard  W.  Wiessner 

St.  Paul,  Minnesota.  Fast-talking  Dick 
is  20  years  old — combines  an  easy  going 
disposition  with  a  sadistic  complex  for 
whipping  to  the  pattern  in  screaming 
dives,  whilst  horrified  cadets  flailed  the 
air  getting  out  of  his  way. 


Edmund  E.  Volts 

Oklahoma  City.  Oklahoma.  This 
transplanted  Texan,  torn  between  his 
affections  for  Oklahoma  U.  and  Texas 
A.  and  M.  was  still  the  "I'se  right" 
boy  to  the  squadron.  A  21-year  old  ace 
on  the  basketball  court  and  a  nut  for 
snap  rolls.  "Revolting"  Volts  was  our 
rough  First  Sergeant. 


Virgil  W.  \ogel 

Pekin.  Illinois,  "Vurgle  Vurgle.  ' 
pronounced  Virgil  Vogel  could  always 
be  relied  on  for  a  splattering  grin  and 
a  corny  remark  at  any  time.  Got  to 
know  the  army  check  riders  right  well 
and  still  talks  baout  his  first  solo  ride. 
Virgil  admits  24  years  ago. 


W.  G.  Stinson   (Instructor) 


Paul  C.  Ward 

Harmony.  Minnesota.  This  handsome 
fellow.  23  years  old.  gave  us  all  a  thrill 
akin  to  contentment  when  he  grabbed 
himself  a  wife  one  lovely  desert  night 
in  Tucson.  He  blushes  easily  and  a 
"Ward"  landing  was  the  best  that  any- 
one could  do,  "Greasy"  was  his  nick 
name. 


Bruce  W.  Van  Dyke 

Fall  Brook.  Califi,  Ah.  here's  the  lad! 
The  Dyke.  21  years  of  age.  spent  the 
greater  part  of  his  waking  moments 
struggling  fith  an  obdurate  Ryan  and 
receiving  bulky  letters  from  the  "cher- 
ished one."  An  acid  tongue  and  a 
propensity  for  dozing"  in  classes  were 
other  marked  qualities.  A  U.C.L.A. 
former  student. 


Fred  H.  Waldron 

Minneapolis.  Minnesota.  By  his  own 
admission,  one  of  the  hottest  pilots  ever, 
slick,  dapper  Fred  doubled  in  brass  as  a 
connesesiur  of  sorority  houses  and  a 
boisterous  snap-roller.  Twenty-two 
years  ago  he  gave  his  being  unto  the 
world  and  hasn't  stopped  charming  the 
lassies  since. 
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Harvey  B.  Younff 

Kirksville,  Missouri.  The  envy  of 
most  ofthe  lads  because  of  his  beauti- 
ful wife.  Harve.  a  24  year  old  former 
Missouri  University  gad-about,  was  one 
of  the  first  ones  to  kick  his  Ryan  aloft 
alone.  The  handsoime  Young  was  one 
of  the  most  avid  open-posters  in  the 
squadron. 


Henry  R.  Zeitike 

St.  Paul,  Minnesota.  Henry  probably 
collected  less  gigs  than  anyone  in  the 
squadron,  an  acolade  sniffed  at  by  the 
gig-laden  uncompetents,  but  secretly 
envied.  "No-tour"  Henry  is  22  years  of 
age  and  was  once  an  aircraft  riveter 
which  probably  explains  his  staccato 
landings. 


Stanley  S.  Wirt 


New  York.  N.  Y.  Woit  from  Noo 
Yawk^ — could  parody  any  cong  and 
any  poem.  A  devotee  of  James  Joyce 
and  Milton  Caniff.  he  combined  a  style 
of  riding  a  Ryan  Western  style  (with 
spurs)  and  whistling  in  for  a  landing  in 
the  tee's  face.    He's  our  Stanley! 


Guy  R.  Woodward 

Moline,  Illinois.  A  shy.  but  alert  lad 
who  did  newspaper  work  before  he 
wandered  into  the  Air  Forces.  Guy.  20 
years  of  age.  managed  to  keep  his 
secrets  and  as  a  result  we  can't  think  of 
one  sarcastic  remark  to  splatter  this 
page. 


George  E.  Trotter 

Coal  City.  Illinois.  Lanky,  easy-going 
George  is  one  of  the  finest  basketball 
players  ever  to  kick  a  Ryan  onto  the 
landing  matting  at  the  main  airdrome. 
Attended  Monmouth  College.  Soft- 
spoken  George  al"o  rates  high  on  the 
'"hot    pilot"    lineup. 


John  D.  Wilson 

Los  Angeles.  California.  This  tow- 
headed  lad  of  23  summers  gloried  in 
sneaking  solo  ships  off  the  line  right 
under  our  noses.  The  damnable  part 
about  it  all  was  he  could  fiy  the  crates 
fairly  well. 


Wilvin  E.  White 

Pasadena.  California.  With  his  store- 
bought  solo  helmet,  "Whizzer"  White 
was  a  easy  figure  to  spot  as  his  ship 
came  rollicking  up  on  the  line.  Twenty- 
one  years  is  his  age  and  White  wouldn't 
have  it  any  other  way. 


Daniel  S.  Wilson 

Minburn,  Iowa.  Probably  posed  for 
the  "six  months  after"  photo  in  the 
Charles  Atlas  ads — bulging  muscles  and 
Indian  tanned.  Dan  could  flick  a  bleep 
with  the  greatest  of  ease.  His  favorite 
hobby  was  breaking  his  bunk-inate's 
arms  and  legs.  Ugh,  and  with  a  short- 
age of  splints,  too.    20  years  old. 


J.  M.  Bickel  (Instructor) 


Estol  D.  Vaughn 

Oblong.  Illinois.  Another  of  the 
mini  lads  helping  Texans  and  Cali- 
fornias  win  the  damn  war,  E.  D.  was 
one  of  the  quieter  lads  in  a  boisterous 
barracks,  but  popular  and  the  possessor 
of  a  lovely  wife. 


Enimett  B,  Turner 

Stratford.  Texas.  The  hottest  cadet 
on  the  (light  line,  Emmett  had  his  Ryan 
as  meek  as  a  newcomer  to  tlie  field. 
Also  had  one  putton  pinned  on  his 
shoulder  signifying  his  rang  as  group 
adjutant.  Another  one  of  those  ram- 
bunctious Texans.    Age  22. 


Leonard  G.  Llnrath 

Chicago.  Illinois.  A  "furriner"  as  the 
Southerners  would  jibe  him.  Leonard's 
basso  voice  would  boom  tohe  squadron 
to  wakefulness  each  dreary  morning. 
Too.  the  Unrath  "undulating  gait"  kept 
the  1st  Sergeant  in  misery  trying  to 
keep  a  steady  cadence.  About  22  rears 
old. 


Jack  C.  Wood 

Moscow.  Idaho,  The  first  of  the 
squadron  to  soar  aloft  by  his  lonesome, 
big  Jack  earl.v  established  himself  as 
one  of  the  hotter  lads.  Twenty-one 
yeais  old.  he  attended  the  Washington 
State  University  before  he  plunged  into 
cadet  life.  Hustling  flight  sergeant  of 
■■?■■   flight. 


Frank  J.  Zicmba 

Chicago.  Illinois.  A  tall,  loose-iointed 
Wind.v  City  lad  nunibering  in  years 
some  20  of  them.  Got  a  gleeful  "kick 
out  of  the  ".yo'all"  tendencies  of  the 
Southerners,  and  an  outspoken  admirer 
of  Ziemba's  flying  ability. 


Charles  H.  Wcidman 


Southgate.     Calif, 
years,  could  always 
liven  any  stag  part 
could    do    with    a 
be  mentioned 


Ole 


and 


■Barfo."  19 
d  on  to  en- 
hat  this  lad 
ship  shouldn't 
ore  cultured  circles. 
Memories  of  the  Varsity  Room  will  live 
long  in  his  file  of  "Good  Times  Had 
in  Tucson." 


Edward   G.   Watson 

Portland.  Oregon.  This  Northwester- 
ner  from  Oregon  State  College.  23  years 
on  this  planet,  was  the  original  "Ques- 
tion Man"  in  ground  school.  And, 
swaddling  Ed  could  think  of  the  dog- 
gonest  questions — even  Galileo  might 
have  been  stumped.  Pitty  poor  in- 
structors. 


Marshall  S.  Zidell 

Taylor,  Texas,  Young  Marshall.  20 
years  of  rabling  Texas  cadet,  brought 
a  bit  of  the  verve  of  S.M.U.  with  him. 
cause  this  dashing  lad  believed  that 
girls  and  planes  are  alike:  a  little  un- 
certain to  handle  at  first,  but  both  re- 
spond  to  a   little  coordination. 


R.  J.  Holman   (Instructor) 


Harvey  R.  Van  Clevc 

Oakland.  California.  The  "creeper" 
himself.  Clever  was  our  Squadron  Com- 
mander. His  rancour  "Fall  out,  Squd- 
ron  8,"  cut  through  sleepy  cadets' 
brains  like  a  rapier.  His  Gableish 
smile  and  suave  way  ranked  him  as 
one  of  the  more  dashing  members  of 
the  squadron.  Has  spent  25  years  in 
this  world. 


Kenneth  J.  Todd 

Los  Gatos,  Calif.  This  burly,  grinning 
Sunkist  Stater,  22  years  of  man,  is  on 
the  taciturn  side,  but  manages  to  stick 
in  a  cunning  remark  when  the  oppor- 
tunity presents  itself.  You  ought  to 
see  him   in   a   snap   roll! 


James  II.  Whiting 

Antigo.  Wisconsin.  A  long-legged  bas- 
ketballer  of  no  mean  ability  from  the 
U.  of  Wisconsin.  Jim  is  2l"  years  old. 
He  slept  in  the  bunk  nearest  the  door 
and  his  frantic  screams  "Shut  that 
damn  door"  still  agonize  our  ear  drums. 


Frank  Zemlan 

Milwaukee.  Wisconsin.  Joe  Stalin's 
unofficial  representative.  Frank.  20 
years  old  and  a  newlywed.  in  his  deep 
basso  Russundo  voice  was  a  "Volga  boat- 
man from  way  back.  What  Joe's  boys 
are  doing  to  the  Hun  now  is  patty- 
cake  stuff  compared  to  what  Frank 
contemplates. 


Wesley  R.  Vawter,  Jr. 

Baton  Rouge.  Louisiana.  Although 
being  accused  of  needing  an  inter- 
preter to  make  him  understood,  this 
soft,  drawling  Louisiana  soniehow  got 
along.  L.S.U.  claimed  his  attention  for 
some  time  until  his  19  years  age  lifted 
him  over  the  draft  limit.  The  rest  is 
history. 


William  S.  Wagner 

Brooklyn.  Illinois.  "Waggy"  is  an- 
other of  those  "say  little,  do  much" 
gadgets  who  acted  as  a  stablizer  for 
the  more  raucous  members  of  Squad- 
ron 8.  Twenty-one  years  old.  he  def- 
initely insists  on  his  name  being  pro- 
nounced with  a  "Wag."  not  a  "Vog." 


Richard  E.   Wortman 

Altadena.  California.  This  youngish 
looking  laddie,  with  a  present  life  span 
of  19  years,  could  thump  in  a  Ryan,  its 
flaps  fluttering,  at  anywhere  from  50 
to  5  feet,  and  most  anywhere  in  be- 
tween. While  most  of  us  strutted  about, 
talking,  Dickie  flew  the  aerlirons  off 
them. 


George  M.  Withee 

Long  Beach,  California.  With  a 
saturnine  expression,  George  was  an- 
other of  those  taciturn  lads  who  fiew 
the  hell  of  those  PT-22's  instead  of 
beating  his  gums  together.    21  years  old. 


J.    E.   Piersall    (Instructor) 


James  R.  Yoder 

Grundy  Center,  Iowa.  Jim  numbers 
himself  among  the  non-talkative  lads 
who  can  usually  fly  the  pants  off  most 
of  us.  He's  21  years  old  and  manifests 
none  of  the  prominent  foibles  which  is 
indicative  of  a  Squadron  Eighter. 


Alex  Zebelian 

Armada.  Michigan.  Chunky,  good- 
looking  Alex,  21  year  old.  had  one  of 
the  finest  eyes  for  feminine  pulchritude 
ever,  and  alw-ays  managed  to  mention 
the  lass  "back  home'  'at  the  flimiest 
opportunities. 


Warren  W.  Wiggins 

Evans.  Colorado.  One  of  those  rare 
individuals  born  in  Arizona.  Warren 
fled  the  country  at  an  early  age.  land- 
ing in  Colorado.  Twenty-one  years  old. 
he  attended  the  Colorado  State  College. 
Can  check  mags  easy  as  heck  and 
swarms  over  the  Tucson  sky  with  cas- 
ual disdain. 


J.  O.  Powell  (Instructor) 


Herman  O.  Weeren 

Cleveland.  Texas.  Herman  "The  Lob" 
Weeren,  possessor  of  an  I.Q.  2000  and 
an  infalliable  faculty  for  knowing 
every  airplane  any  country  ever 
thought  of  having,  has  notched  up  19 
.years  of  age  and  three  years  at  Texas 
A.  and  M.  Could  get  in  more  mischief 
than  a  scurrying  gremlin. 


Ray  C.  Taylor 

Salt  Like  City,  Utah.  This  lad  is  at 
the  blossoming  age  of  19  and  answers 
to  the  name  of  Ray.  Before  the  urge 
to  fly  (and  heat  of  the  draft  board  I 
coursed  through  his  vems,  lie  made  his 
living  as  a  secretary.  Delights  in  cut- 
ting his  brother  cadets  out  of  the 
pattern. 


Howard  F.  Traeder 

Jefferson.  Wisconsin.  The  Badger 
State's  one-man  chamber  of  coirjmerce. 
Also  Squadron  'VIII's  mess  represent- 
ative— when  the  food  was  bad,  we 
griped  to  Howard.  When  it  was  good 
(which  was  most  of  the  time)  we 
gulped  it  down.  Attended  Milton  Col- 
lege and  bides  his  time  till  a  furlough. 


22    ye 


ars 


old. 


Clifton  H.  Todd,  Jr. 


Alhambra.  Calif.  A  dashing,  debonair 
officer  candidate,  answering  to  the  ap- 
pelation  of  "Crusher."  for  no  apparent 
reason.  Boasts  a  knack  of  kicking  a 
Ryan  around  and  a  lovely  wife  which 
he  doesn't  kick  around.  Eractically  a 
youngster  at   19. 


Jack   A.   Trapp 

San  Antonio.  Texas.  Our  high  lama, 
the  head  man.  in  other  words  the  wing 
commander.  This  chubby  Texan,  bul- 
warked by  previous  infantry  training, 
led  our  troops  in  retreat  parades  and 
m  the  mess  hall  lines.  Too,  ranked 
as  one  of  the  best  solo  ship  "tealers  " 
on  the  flight  line.  Birth  certificate  savs 
24. 


Donald  E.  Wallis 

Independence.  Iowa.  An  Iowa  State 
College  man,  20  years  old.  Don  is 
bracketed  in  that  group  of  happily  mar- 
ried cadets.  With  a  casual  flip  of  his 
hand,  he  could  blast  his  way  into  any 
pattern  on  any  field,  and  to  hell  with 
anybody   in   his  way. 


John  P.  Zima 

Buffalo.  New  York.  Ole  -'Grandpa" 
Zima.  our  heartless,  whip-crackmg 
flight  lieutenant,  is  27  years  of  age. 
Carried  a  fringe  of  hair  on  the  top  of 
his  head  that  suspiciously  resembled  a 
toupee,  but  which  suspicion  is  vigor- 
ously denied  by  John  P. 


Floyd   E.  Vaughn 


Windsor,  Missouri.  The  "pappy"  of 
llie  squadron.  Floyd,  numbering  some 
27  years,  toots  a  saxaphone  witli  much 
abandon,  clicks  through  a  loop  and 
j^nap  roll  with  even  less.  His  descrip- 
tions of  his  maneuvers  with  gestures 
are    hard    to    top. 


.1.  \V.  Dodffc   (Instructor) 


Walter   E,   Thornr 

San  Jose,  Calif.  A  barrel-chested, 
amiable  lad,  whose  sly,  droll  humor 
kepts  his  munkmates  knotted  in 
laughter.  Lowerclassmen  were  his  meat 
and  many's  the  incomer  he  sent  slink- 
ing back  to  barracks,  completely  kow- 
towed.   Admits  20  years  of  age. 


Jack  R.  Walsh 

Monrovia,  California.  The  Number 
One  "creeper"  in  the  squadron,  this 
suave,  soft-talking  California  could 
convince  any  girl,  regardless  of  age 
or  creed,  that  he  was  an  unbeatable 
combination.  The  hell  of  it  was.  he  did 
it  too  often  to  be  merely  lucky.  Age 
equals   20. 


Richard  L.  Windsor 

Chicago,  Illinois.  The  "horn-bolwer" 
himself,  Dick's  proboscis  could  always 
be  counted  on  to  arrive  minutes  be- 
fore the  bulk  of  Dick  showed  up.  You 
could  never  miss  Squadron  8's  singing 
cause  Dick's  raucous  tenor  voice  lilted 
itself  in  an  audible  manner. 


A.  A.  Koff  (Instructor) 


Frederick  C.   Van  Hartesveldt,  Jr. 

Grand  Rapids.  Michigan.  Besides  hav- 
ing the  longest  name  m  the  squadron 
Van  won  iU-fame  as  a  tough  flight 
lieutenant.  A  familiar  sight  was  tlie 
stolid  Van  hulked  in  his  cockpit,  and 
splitting  clouds  and  other  Ryans  as  he 
came  rocketing  in  for  a  landing. 


William  R.  Taylor 

Parson,  Kansas.  An  eager  gadget 
who  proclaims  the  sovereigncy  of  Kan- 
sas and  the  daninable  quality  of  Ryans 
to  flop  miserably  on  landings  with 
equal  gusto.  Hos  managed  some  21 
years  on  this  planet — plans  many  more. 


Harold  A.  Young: 

Hillsboro.  North  Dakota.  A  20-year 
old  gadet  from  North  Dakota  State  Col- 
lege, and  as  a  result  was  one  of  the  few 
boys  who  didn't  turn  a  deep  purplish 
when  one  of  those  desert  morn-winds 
came  whistling  and  chilling  through  the 
barracks  in  the  morning.  Brrrrr.  we  can 
still   feel    them. 


Donald  E.  Wright 

Dundee.  Illinois.  Big,  bulky  Don,  with 
his  barrel  chest  and  swaddling  stride, 
attended  Bradley  Tech  for  a  year 
thence  on  into  the  Air  Force.  Don  is 
19  years  old  and  gets  a  big  kick  out  of 
mushing  a  Ryan  through  a  slow  roll. 


William  F.  Zimmerman 

Detroit,  Michigan.  Little  Willie,  the 
pride  of  Deeetroit.  is  21  years  old  and 
one  of  the  slickest  stick-jousters  in  the 
squadron.  Once  a  welcome  addition 
to  Wayne  University.  Willie's  amiable 
manner  made  him  one  of  the  most 
popular. 


Bruce  P.  Wheeler 

White  Plains.  New  York.  The  Texans 
couldn't  understand  his  accent  and  he 
couldn't  understand  the  Texans — so 
everybody  got  along  fine.  Twenty-one 
years  young.  Bruce  is  on  the  list  of 
Squadron  8  "hot  boys" — maybe  his  Bos- 
ton instructor  had  something  to  do  with 
it. 


Jack  J.  Valenti 

Houston.  Texas.  A  swaggering  little 
"gremlin"  from  the  University  of 
Houston  and  unaware  that  other  na- 
tions are  helping  Texas  win  the  war. 
The  mass  of  silver  buttons  on  his 
shoulders  (twice  he  was  saved  from  the 
scrap  drive)  announced  him  as  a 
Wing  Staff  member.  Years  on  this 
earth — 22;  spent  most  of  them  talking 
about  Weedie! 


John  F.  Wilson 

Los  Angeles.  California.  Ole  "Buster" 
Wilson  filled  us  with  more  laughs  than 
a  Saturday  gig  list.  How  any  guy 
could  accumulate  so  much  humor  in 
a  mere  26  years  mystified  us.  Have  you 
heard  the  one  about  Dr.  Jeykll  and  Mr. 
Hyde.    Haw.  its  a  killer. 


Lt.  B.  E.  Jones 

Shreveport.  Louisiana.  This  big 
Louisianan.  with  his  intriguing  drawl, 
was  another  of  our  favorite  student  of- 
ficers. To  prove  officers  were  human, 
he  too  hid  trouble  gaining  altitude  in 
.a  chandelle!  Lt.  Jones  rates  a  big 
salute. 


R.  D.  Beebe  (Instructor) 
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A/C  Jac;k  a.  Trapp.  Wing  Co//n/iaihler 

A  C  Boris  Elkin.  Wing  Adjutant 

A/C  Jack  J.  Valenti,  Wing  Sergeant-Mujr, 


GROUP  I  STAFF 
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A/C  Robert  H.  Lounsberry.  Group  Cotmnander 

A/C  W.  J.  Crail.  Group  Adjutant 
A/C  William  C.  Myers.  Jr..  Group  Sergeant-Major 


A  C  James  D.  Stephens.  Group  Commander 
A/C  Emmett  B.  Turner.  Group  Adjutant 
A/C  D.  A.  Taylor.  Group  Sergeant-Major 


GROUP  I  SQUADRON  COMMANDERS 


GROUP  II  SQUADRON  COMMANDERS 


A/C  Harding  H.  Mangum,  Squadron  6 
A/C  Frank  W.  Coleman.  Squadron  5 


A'C  Dabney  W.  Sharp,  Squadron  7 
A/C  Harvey  Van  Cleve,  Squadron  8 
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